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[ } 3 
LYRIC POEMS 

CONTINUED. 



The following Poems of this Book are pecidiarly 
dedicated to 

DIVINE LOVE». 



The Hazard of loving the Creaturis. 

\\T HER E-E ' E R my flattering paffions rove, 

^ ^ I find a lurking fnare ; 
n^'is dangerous to let loofe our love 
Beneath th' Eternal Fair. 

Souls whom the tie of fnendfhip binds. 

And partners of our blood. 
Seize a large portion of our Blinds, 

And leave the lefs for God. 

^ Different ages have their different airs and fafhions of wri^ng. 
It was much more the fadiion of the age, tvheti thefe poems vrett 
written, to treat of divine fubje^ in th^ ftyle of Solomon*8 Song 
Aan it is at this day, i«faicb will afford Tome ipology for the writer^ 
'9 his vounger ye^t* 
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Nature has foft but powerful bands. 

And reafon Ihe controls ; 
While children with their little hands 

Hang clofeil to our fouls. 

Thoughtlefs they adt th' old ferpent's part ; 

What tempting things they be ! 
Lord, how they twine about our heart. 

And draw it off from thee ! 

Our hafty wills ru(h blindly on 

Where rifing paifion rolls. 
And thus we make our fetters ftrong 

To bind our flavifh fo^uls. 

Dear Sovereign, break thefe fetters off. 

And fet our fpirits free ; 
God inhimfelf is blifs enough^ 

For wc have all in Thee. 



Desiring to love CHRIST. 

COME, let me love : or is thy mind 
Hardened to ftone, or froze to ice ? 
I fee the bleffed Fair-one bend 
And floop t' embrace me from the fkies ! 

O ! 'tis a thought would melt a rock. 
And make a heart of iron move. 
That thofe fweet lips, that heavc;nly look. 
Should feek and wifh a mortal love I 



I was 
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t was a traitor doom'd to &re. 
Bound to fuflain eternal pains ; 
He flew on wings of ibong defire> 
Aflum'd my guilt, and took my chains. 

Infinite grace ! Almighty charms ! 
Stand in amaze, ye whirling fkies ! 
Jefus the God, with naked arms. 
Hangs on a Crofs of Love, and dies. 

Did pity ever ftoop (6 low, 

Drefs'd in divinity and blood ? 

Was ever rebel courted fo ' 

In groans of an expiring God ? 

Again he lives ; and fpreads his hands. 
Hands that were nail'd to torturing fmart ; 
By thefe dear wounds, fays he ; and ftands 
And prays to daip me to his heart. 

Sure J muft love ; or are my ears 
Still deaf, nor will my paflion move ? 
Then let me melt this heart to tears ; 
This heart fhall yield to death or love. 



The Heart given away. 

T F there are paflions in my foul, 
•■• (And paflions fure they be) 
Now they are all at thy control. 
My Jcfus, all for Thee. 

B3 If 



If love^ that pleafing pcntrer, can reft 

In hearts fo hard as mine. 
Come, gentle Saviour, to my breaft^ 

For all my love is thine. 

Let the gay world, with tieacheiotts art 

Allure my eyes in vain : 
I have convey'd away my hearty 

Ne'er to return agdn. 

I feel my warmeft paffions dead 
To all that earth can boaft ; 

Tlu3 foul of mine was never made 
For vanity and duft. 

iiow I can fix my thoughts above, 
Amidft their flattering charms. 

Till the dear Lord that hath my love 
Shall call me to his arms. 

So Gabriel, at his King's commands 

From yon cele^al lull. 
Walks downward to our worthlefs land, 

ISs fouf pointii upward ilffl. 

He glides along my mortal tMngs, 

Without a thought of love. 
Fulfils his talk, aad fpreads his win^ 

Toreach the reahns above. 



M^^XTi 
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MsDiTATioir m a Q%oytk 

O WEET MuTe/ defcend and Uefa the fhadci 
^ And blefs the evening grove ; 
fiofinefs, and noHe, and dajr, are fled> 
And every care, but love. 

fiat hence» ye wanton young and £ur^ 

Mine is a purer flame ; 
No Phyllis ihall infed the air. 

With her onhallow'd name. 

Jefos has all my powen poflTefl* 

My hopes, my fears, my joys t 
He, the dear Soverdgn of my breads ^ 

Shan ftiU command my voice. 

Some of the faireft ^koifi abev» 

Shall flock aromd n^ ibng. 
With joy to.hear the name they lovd 

Soond from a mortal tongue. 

His charms Audi make my numbers iom^ 

And hdd the falling floods. 
While filence flts on every bough. 

And bends the Mening woods. 

Ill carve our paffion on the bark 

And every wounded tree 
Shan drop and bear ibme myflic mftrk 

That Jefos dy'd for me. 

B4 The 
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The fwains (hall wonder when they read, 

Infcrib'd on all the grove. 
That heaven itfelf came down, and bled 

To win a mortal's love. 



The Fairest and the Only Beloved^ 

HONOUR to that diviner ray 
That firft afliirM my eyes away 
From every mortal fair ; 
All the gay things that held my fight 
Seem but the twinkling fparks of iMght, 
And languiilung in doubtful light 
Die at the moming^ftar. 

Whatever makes the godhead great. 

And fit to be ador'd,' 
Whatever fpeaks the creature fweeti 
And worthy of my paffion, meet 

Harmonious in niy Lord< 
A thoufand graces ever rife 

And bloom ^pon his face ; 
A thoufand arrows from his eyes 
Shoot through my he^rt with dear furprife^ 

And guard around the place. 

All nature's art (hall never cure 
The heavenly pains I found. 
And 'tis beyond all beauty's power 
To make another wound : 

Earthl 
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Earthly beauties grow and fade ; 
Nature heals the wounds (he made. 
But charms fo much divine 
Hold a long empire of the heart ; 
What heaven has join'd (hall never part^ 
And Jefus piull be mine. 

In vsun the envious (hades of night. 

Or flatteries of the day 
Would veil his image from my fights 

Or tempt my foul away ; 
Jefus is all my waking theme. 
His lovely form meets every dream 

And knows not to depart : 
The pailion reigns 
Through all my veins. 
And, floating round the crimfon ftream^ 

Still finds him at my heart. 

Dwell there, for ever dwell, my love ; 

Here I confine my fenfe ; 
Nor dare my wildest wiihes rove 

Nor itir a thought from thence. 
Amidfl thy glories and thy grace 
Let all my remnant-minutes pafs ; 

Grant, thou £verlafHng Fair, 

Grant my foul a manflon there : 
My foul afpires to fee' thy face 
Though life fliould for the vifion pay ; 
So rivers run to meet the fca. 
And lofe their nature in th' embrace. 



Thou 
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Thott art my ocean, thou my God j 
In Thee the pailions of the mind 
With joys and freedom unconfin'd 
Exult, and fpread their powers abroad^ 
Not all the glittering things on high 
Can make my heaven^ if thou remove a 
I {hall be dr'd, and long to die ; 
Life is k pain without thy love | 

Who could ever bear to be 

Curft with immortaUty 
Among the flars, but far £roia Thee I 

Mutual Love ilronger than Death* 

NO T the rich world of ininds above 
Can pay the mighty debt of love 
I owe to Chrift my God : 
With pangs which none bat he oould feel 
He brought my guilty foul from hetl : 
Not the firft feraph's tongue can tett 
The value of his blood* 

Kmdly he feiz'd me in his arms. 

From the falfe world's pernicious charifif 

With force divinely fweet. 
Had I ten thoufand lives my own. 
At his demand. 
With chearfbl hand, 
rd pay the vital treafure down 
In hourly tributes at his fect« 



But^ 
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But, Saviour, let me tafte thy grace 

WiA every fleeting breatk ? 
And through that heavea of j^eafmre fab 

To the cdd arihs of death ; 
Then I couU lofe fucceifive foub 

Fail as the minutes fly $ 
So billow after billow rolls 

To kifs the ihore^ wad Sc^ 



The fubfknce of the followmg Cof^, a&c( many afd^f 

lines, were ient me by an efleemed friend, Mr. W« 

Nokes, with a deiire that I would form them into » 

I^daric Ode ; but I retained his mea&res, left I 
/ 
fliould too much alter his fenfe. 

A Sight of CHRIST. 

A NGELS of light, your God and King fiuromid^ 
^^ With noble fongs ; in his exalted flelh 
He claims yoin* woHhip : while his faints on eardiy 
Blefs their Redeemer-Ood with humble tongues* 
Angels with lofty honours crown his bead ; 
We bowing at his feet, by faith, may feel 
His diftant influence, and confefs his Love. 

Once I beheld his face, when beams divine 
Broke from his eye-lids, and unufual light 
Wrapt me at once in j^ry and furprife. 

Uf 
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My joyful heart high leaping in my breaft 
With tranfport cry'd. This is the Chrift of God ; 
Then threw my arms around in Tweet embrace^ 
And clafp'd^ and bow'd adoring ]ow> till I was lofl in him. 

While he appears, rio other charms can hold 
Or draw my foul, aftiam'd of former things. 
Which no remembrance now defei*ve or name. 
Though with contempt ; bell in oblivion hid. 

But the bright fhine and prefence foon withdrew ; 
I fought him whom I love, but found him not; 
I fclt his ablence ; and with ftrongeft cries 
Prodaim'd, Where Jefus is not, all is vain. 
Whether I hold him with a full delight. 
Or feek him panting with extreme defire, 
*Tis he alone can plcafe my wondering foul ; 
To hold or feek him is my only choice. 
If he refrain on me to call his eye 
Down from his palate, nor my longing foul 
With upward look can fpy my deareft Lord 
Through his blue pavement, I'll behold him ftill 
\^th fweet refledlion on the peaceful crofs. 
All in his blood and anguilh groaning deep, 
Gafpmg and dying there—— 
This fight I ne'er can lofe, by it I live ; 
A quickening virtue from his death inipir'd 
Is life and breath to me ; his fiefh my food ; 
His vital blood I drink, and hence my (Irength. 

I live, I'm ilrong, and now eternal life 
Beats quick witjiin my breafl; my vigorous mind 
\ Spurns 
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Spurns the dull earth, and on her fiery wings 

Reaches the mount of purpoies divine, 

Counfels of peace betwixt th? Almighty Three 

Conceiv'd at once, and fign'd without debate* 

In perfed union of th' eternal mind. 

With vaft amaze I fee th' unfathom'd thoughts^ 

Infinite fchemes, and infinite defigns 

Of God*s own Heart, in which he ever refts- 

Eternity lies open to my view ; 

Here the Beginning and the End of all 

I can difcover ; Chrift the End of all. 

And Chrift the great Beginning ; he my Headjj 

My God, my Qory, and my All in All. 

O that the day, the joyful day were come. 
When the firft Adam from his ancient duft 
Crown'd with new honours (hall revive, and fee 
Jefus his Son and Lord ; while fhouting faints 
Surround their King, and God's Eternal Son 
Shines in the midft, but with fuperior beams. 
And like himfelf ; then the myfterious Word 
Long hid behind the letter fhall appear 
All fpirit and life, and in the fulleft light 
Stand forth to public view : and there difclofe 
His Father's facred works, and wonderous ways : 
Then wifdom, righteoufnefs, and grace divine. 
Through all the infinite tranfaflions paft 
Inwrought and Ihining, Ihall with double blaze 
Strike our aftonifh'd eyes, and ever reign 
Adjnir'd and glorious in ^umphant light. 

Death 
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Death, and die tempter, and the man of fin. 
Now at the bar arraigned, in judgement cad, 
jShall vex the faints no more : but perfect love 
And loudeft pnufes perfedl joy create. 
While ever-drgling yoir s maintain the blifsful flatc. 



Love on a Cross, ^4 & Throne, 

T^rO W let my faith grow ftrong, and rife, 
'**^ And view my Lord in all his love ; 
Look ba^k to hear his dying cries. 
Then mount and fee his thrpne above* 

See where he languifh'd on the Crofs ; 
3eneath my fins he groan'd and dy'd; 
See where he fits to plead my caufe 
By his Almighty Father's Side. 

If I behold his bleeding Heart, 
There love in floods of forFow reigns. 
He triumphs o'er the killing fmart^ 
And buys my pleafure with his pains; 

Pr if I climb th' eternal hills 
Where the dear Conqueror fits enthron'd^ 
Sdll in his heart companion dwells, 
Ne2^' the memorials of his wound : 

How fhaU a pardon'd rebel fhow 
How much I love my dying God ? 
|jOrd, here I banifh every foe, 
I l^te the fins that cofi thy blood. 



Uold 
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I hold no more corameree with keH, 
My deareft lulls ikall all depait ^ 
^at let thine im^ge evet* iweA 
Stampt as a fe^ upqn kay heart. 

A Preparatory Thought for the Lord's Supper, 
In Imitation of Isaiah bdii. i, 2, 3. 

WH AT heavitnly Man, or loVcly God, 
Comes marching downward from the fldes^ 
Array 'd in garmetlts roU'd in tilood. 
With joy and pity in his eyes. 

The Lord! the Saviour | yes, tis he 5 
I know him by the fmil^s he wears ; 
Dear glorious Man that dy'd for me, 
Drench'd deep in agonies and tears ! 

^o, he reveals his (hining breaft ; 
I own thofe wounds, and I adore : 
ho, he prepares a royal feaft. 
Sweet fruit of t&e (harp pangs he bore i 

Whence flow thefe favours fo divine ! 
jpord ! why fo lavifh of thy blood f 
Why for fuch earthly fouls as mine, 
This heavenly flef^^ this facred food ? 

^Twas his o#n loVe that made him Meed, 
That nail'd him to the curfed tree ; 
Twas his own love this uble fpread 
For fuch unworthy worms as we, 
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Then let as tafle the Saviour's love ; 
Come, faith, and feed upon the Lord : 
With glad confent our lips fhall move. 
And fweet Hofannas crown the boacd. 



Converse with Christ, 

T ' M tir'd with vifits, modes, and forms, • 

• And flatteries paid to fellow-worms ; 
Their converfation cloys ; 

Their vain amours, and empty ftufF: 

But I can ne'er enjoy enough 
Of thy beft company, my Lord, thou life pf 4II my joys. 

When he begins to tell his love. 
Through every vein my paffions move. 

The Captives of his tongue : 
In midnight (hades, on frofty ground, 
I could attend the pleaiing found, [long. 

Nor (hould I feel December cold^ nor think the darknefs 

There, while I hear my Saviour- God 
Count o'er the fins (a heavy load) 
He bore upon the tree. 

Inward I blufh with fecret fhame. 

And weep, ^nd-love, and blefs the name [for mei 
That knew not guilt nor grief his own, but b^re it all 

Next he defcrlbes the thorns he wore. 

And talks his bloody paffion o'er. 

Tin 
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im I am drown'd in tears : 
yet with the fmypathetic fmart 
There's a ftrange joy beats round my heart; 
The curfed tree has bleffings in't, my fweeteil balm it 
bears. 

I hear the glorious fufFerer tell. 

How on his crofs he vanquifti'd hell. 
And all the powers beneath : 

Tranfported and infpir'd, my tongue 

Attempts his triumphs in a fong ; [tory, deatli !'* 
*' How has the ferpent loft his fting ! and where's thy vie- 
But when he fhews his hands and heart. 

With thofe dear prints of dying fmart. 
He fets my foul on fire : ^ 

Not the beloved John could reft 

With more delight upon that breaft, [defire. 

Nor Thomas pry into thofe wounds with more intenfe 

Kindly he opens me his ear. 

And bids me pour my forrow there. 

And tell him all my pains : 
Thus while I eafe my burden'd heart. 
In every woe he bears a part, [fuftains. 

His arms embrace me, and his hand my drooping head 

Fly from my thoughts, all human things. 
And (porting fwains, and fighting kings. 

And tales of wanton love : 
My foul difdains that little fnare 
The tangles of Amira's hair; [remove. 

Thine arms, my God, are fweeter bands, nor can my heart 
Vol. LVI. C G^kc^^ 
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Grace shining^ and Nature fainting. 

Sol. Song i. 3. & ii. 5. & vi. 5. 

np ELL me, faireft of thy kind, 
-^ Tell me Shepherd, all divine. 
Where this fainting head reclin'd 
May relieve fuch cares as mine : 
Shepherd, lead me to thy grove ; 
If burning noon infed the flcy. 
The fickening fheep to covert Ry, 
The fheep not half fo faint as I, 
Thus overcome with love. 

Say, thou dear Sovereign of my breail, 
VThere doft thou lead thy flock to reft : 

Why fhould I appear like one 

Wild and wandering all alone, 

Unbeloved and unknown ? 

O my Great Redeemer, fey, 

Shall I turn my feet aftray ! 
Will Jefus bear to fee me rove. 
To fee me feek anodier love ? 

Ne'er had I known his dearell name, 
N-e'er had I felt this inward flame. 
Had not his heart-fbings flrft began the tender found : 
Nor can I bear die thought, that He 
Should leave the iky. 
Should bleed and die. 
Should love a wretch fo vile as me 
Wkhout rttunu of paffion for hi& dying wound. 

Hi5 
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His -eyes are glory mix'd with grace ; 
In his defightful awfbl face 
Sits majefty and gentlenefs. 
So tender is my bleeding heart 

That with a frown he kills ; 
His abfence in perpetoal (inart 
Nor is my foul refin'd enough 
To bear the beaming of his love. 

And feel his warmer fmiies. 
Where Ihall 1 reft this drooping head ? 
1 love, I lore the fiin, and yet I want the &aie. 

My finking fpirits feebly ftrive 

T* endure the extafy ; 
Beneath thefe rays I cannot live. 

And yet without them die. 
None knows the pleafure and the p2un 
That all my inward powers fuftain 
But fuch as feel a Saviour's love, and love the God aglin.' 

Oh, why fhould beauty heavenly bright 
Stoop to charm a mortal's fight. 

And torture with the fweet excefs of light ? 
Our hearts, alas ! how frail their make \ 
With their own weight of joy they break. 

Oh, why is lov^ fo ftrong, and nature's felf fo weak ? 

Turn, turn away thine eyes, 
Afcend the azure hills, and fhine 
Among the happy tenants of the (kiec. 
They can fufiain a vifion fo divine. 

C 2 O mm 
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O turn thy lovely glories from me. 
The joys are too intenfe, the glories overcome me. 

Dear Lord, forgive my rafli complaint. 
And love me ftill 
Againft my froward will ; 
Unveil thy beauties, though I faint. 

Send the great herald from the fky. 

And at the trumpet's awful roar 

This feeble ftate of things Ihall fly. 

And pain and pleafure mix no more : 

Then fhall I gaze with ftrengthened fight 

On glories infinitely bright. 
My heart fhall all be love, my Jefus all delight. 



Love to CHRIST prefent or abfent. 

/^ F all the joys we mortals know, 
^^ Jefus, thy love exceeds the reft; 
Love the heft blefling here below. 
And neareft image of the bleft. 

Sweet are my thoughts, and foft my cares. 
When the celeftial flame I feel ; 
In all my hopes, and all my fears. 
There's fomething kind and pleafing ftill. 

While I am held in his embrace. 
There's not a thought attempts to rove ; 
Each fmile he wears upon his face 
Fixes, and charms, and fires my love. 



He 
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He fpeaks^ and flrait immortal joys 
Run through my ears, and reach my heart ; 
My (bul all melts at that dear voice^ 
And pleafure Ihoots through every part. 

If he withdraw a moment's (pace. 
He leaves a facred pledge behind ; 
Here in this breaft his image ftays. 
The grief and comfort of my mind. 

While of his abfence I complain. 

And long, and weep as lovers do. 

There's a ftrange pleafure in the pain. 

And tears have their own fweetnefs too, j 

When round his courts by day I rove, 
Or a(k the watchmen of the night 
For fome kind tidings of my love. 
His very name creates delight. 

Jefus, my God ; yet rather come ; 
Min^ eyes would dwell upon thy face ; 
*Tii bcft to fee my Lord at home. 
And feel the prefence of his grace. 

The Absence of CHRIST. 



/^ O M E, lead me to fome lofty (hade 
^^ Where turtles moan their loves ; 
'fall (hadows were for lovers made ; 
And gncf becomes the groves. 

C 3 'TU 
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*Tis no mean beauty of the ground 

That has inflav'd mine eyes ; 
I faint beneath a nobler wound, 

Nor love below the fkies. 

Jefus, the fpring of all that's bright. 

The Everlalling Fair, 
Heaven's ornament, and heaven's deHghtj^ 

Is my eternal care. 

But, ah ! how far above this grare 
Does the bright charmer dwell ? 

Abfence, thou keeneft wound to love,^ 
That Iharpeft pain, I feel. 

•Penfive I climb the facted hills. 
And near him vent rtiy woes ; 

Yet his fweet face hc.ftill conceals^^ 
Yet ilill my paflion grows. 

I murmur to the hollow vale, 

I tell the rocks my flame. 
And blefs the echo in her cell 

That beft repeats her name. 

My paflion breathes perpetual figlis. 

Till pitying winds Ihall hear. 
And gently bear theni up the fkies. 

And gently wound his ear. 



Desiil^k 
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Desiring his Descent to Earth. 

TE S U S, I love. Come, deareft name, 
^ Come and poffefs this heart of mine ; 
I love, though 'tis a fkinter flame. 
And infinitely lefs than thine. 

1 if my Lord would leave the fkies, 
Dreft in the rays of rtiildeft grace. 
My foul fhould haften to my eyes 
To meet the pleafures of his face. 

How would I feaft on all his charms. 
Then round his lovely feet entwine ! 
Worfhip and love, in all their forms. 
Should honour beauty fo divine. 

In vain the tempter's flattering tongue. 
The world in vain fliall bid me move. 
In vain ; for I fliould gaze fo long 
Till I were all transform'd to love. 

Then (mighty God) I'd fing and fay, 
" What empty names are crowns and kings ! 
" Amongfl: them give thefe worlds away, 
" Thefe little defpicable things." 

1 would not aik to climb the iky 
Nor envy angels their abode, 

I have a heaven as bright and high 
lu the bleft vifion of my God. 

C 4 Ascend- 
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Ascending to him in Heaven. 

^'T* I S pure delight, without alloy,^ 

•^ Jefus, to hear thy name. 
My fpu-it leaps with inward joy, 

I feel the facred flame. 

My paflions hold a pleafing reignj. 

While love infpires my bread. 
Love, the divineft of the train. 

The fovereign of the reft. 
This is the grace muft live and iing, 

When f^th and fear Ihall ceafe, 
Muft found from every joyful ftring 

Through the fweet' groves of blifs. 

Let life immortal feize my clay ; 

Let love refine my blood ; 
Her flames can bear my foul away. 

Can bring me near my God. 

Swift I afcend the heavenly place. 

And haften to my home, 
I leap to meet thy kind embrace, 

I come, O Lord, I come. 

Sink down, ye feparating hills. 

Let guilt and death remove : 
'Tis love that drives my chariot-wheels^ 

And death muft yield to love. 



LYRIC POEMS, BOOK I. %s 

The Presence of GOD worth dying for : 
Or, the Death of Moses. 

"T ORD, 'tis an infinite delight 
■*— ' To fee thy holy face. 
To dwell whole ages in thy fight. 
And feel thy vital rays. 

this Gabriel knows ; and lings thy name 

With rapture on his tongue ; 
Mofes the faint enjoys the fame. 

And heaven repeats the fong. 

While the bright nation founds thy praife 

From each eternal hill. 
Sweet odours of exhaling grace 

The happy region fill. 

Thy love, a fea without a fliore. 

Spreads life and joy abroad : 
'tis a heaven worth dying for 

To fee a fmiling God ! 

Shew me thy faj:e, and I'll away 

From all inferior things ; 
Speak, Lord, and here I quit my clay. 

And ftretch my airy wings. 

Sweet was the journey to the iky. 

The wondrous prophet try'd ; 
f Climb up the mount," fays God, " and die ;" 

T}ie prophet climb'd and dy'd, 

SofUy 
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Softly his fainting head he lay 

Upon his Maker's breaH, 
His Maker kifs'd his (bul away. 

And laid his fleih to reft. 

In God's own arms he lek the breath 
That God's own (pirit gave ; 

His was the nobleft road to death. 
And his the fweeteft grave. 



Long for his R e t u r k, 

/^ 'T W A S a moumfal parting day ! 
^^ Farewell, my Spoufe, he faid ; 
(How tedious. Lord, is thy delay ! 
How long my Love hath ihdd !) 

Farewell I at once he left the groandj. 
And climb'd his Father's fky; 

l^ord, I would tempt thy chariot down. 
Or leap to thee on high. 

^ound the creation wild I rove. 
And fearch the globe in vain ; 

There's nothing here that's worth my lov^ 
Till tho9 return again. 

My paffions fly to feek their King;, 
And fend their groans abroad. 

They beat the air with heavy wing. 
And mourn an abicut Gt)d ;. 
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With inward pain my heart-fbings foond^ 

My foul diflblves away : 
J^ear Sovereign, whirl the (eafi^s romid,^ 

And bring the promised day. 

HOPE IN DARKNESS, 

^XT E T, gracious God, 

^ Yet will t feek thy fmiling foce ; 
What though a fhort eclipfe hi^ beamies Ihrowd 

And bar the influence of his rays, 
'Tis but a morning vapour, or a fummer clood : 
He is my fun though he refnft to* fhine;, 

Though for a moftfent he depart 

I dwell for ever on his heart, . 
. For ever he on mme. 

Early before the light arife 

ril fpring a thought away to God ; 

The paflion of my heart and eyes 

Shall fhout a thoufand groans and fighs^ 

A thoufand glances ^ke the fkies. 
The floor of his abode. 

Dear Sovereign, heat thy fervant pray. 

Bend the blue heavens. Eternal King, 

Downward thy chearful graces bring ; 
Or fhall I breathe in vain and pant my hours away? 
Break, glorious Brightnefs, through the gloomy veil;^ 

Look how the armies of defpair 

Aloft their footy banners rear 

Round my poor captive foul, and dare 

f ronounce me prifoner of hell. 

But 



%t WATTS*8 POEMS. 

Bat Thou, my Sun, and Thou my Shield, 
Wilt fave me in the bloody field ; 
Break, glorious Brightncfs, ihoot one glimmering ray, 
One glance of thine creates a day. 
And drives the troops of hell away. 

Happy the times, but ah ! the times are gone 

When wondrous power and radiant grace 
Round the tall arches of the temple fhone. 
And mingled their vidlorious rays : 

Sin, with all its ghafUy train. 
Fled to the deeps of death again. 
And fmiling triumph fat on every face : 
Our fpirits raptur'd with the light 
Where all devotion, all delight. 
And loud Hofannas founded the Redeemer's praifc. 
Here could I fay, 
(And point the place whereon I Hood) 
Here I enjoy'd a vifit half the day 
From my defcending God : 
I was regard with heavenly fare. 
With fruit and manna from above ; 
Divinely fweet the bleffings were 
While mine Emanuel was there : 
And o'er the head 
The conqueror fpread 
The banner of his love. 

Then why my heart funk down fo low ? 
^hv (Jo niy eyes dilFolve and flow, 

An4 
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And hopelefs nature mourn ? 
Review, my foul, thofe pleafing days, 
Kead his unalterable grace 
Through the difpleafure of lus face. 

And wait a kind return. 
A Father's love may raife a frown 
To chide the child, or prove the Son, 

But love will ne'er deftroy ; 
The hour of darknefs is but fhort, 
faith be thy life, and patience thy fupport. 

The morning brings the joy. 

Come, LORD JESUS. 

"lirrHE N fhall thy lovely face be feen ? 
^ ^ When fhall our eyes behold our God ? 
What lengths of difbnc^lie between. 
And hills of guilt ? a heavy load ! 

Our months are ages of delay. 
And flowly every minute wears : 
Fly, winged time, and roll away 
Thefe tedious rounds of fluggifh years. 

Ye heavenly gates, loofe all your ch^s. 
Let the eternal pillars bow ; 
Bleft Saviour, cleave the flarry plains. 
And make the cryftal mountains flow. 

Hark, how thy faints unite their cries. 
And pray and wait the general doom ; 
Come, Thou, The Soul of all our Joys, 
Thou, The Deiire of Nations, come. 



)d WA'tTS'B POEMS. 

Put thy bright robes of triamph on. 
And blefs our eyes, and blefs our ears. 
Thou abfent Love^ thou dfcar Unknown^ 
Thou Faireft often thoufand Fairs. 

Our heart-ftrings groan with deep complaint* 
Our flefli lies panting. Lord, for thee. 
And every limb, and ievery joint. 
Stretches for immortality. 

Our fpirits (hake their eager wings* 
And bum to meet thy Hying throne ; 
We rife away from mortal things 
T' attend thy ftiining chariot down. 

Now let our chearfal eyes furve y 
Tfhe blazing earth and melting hills> 
And fmile to fee the lightaings pky. 
And flafh along before thy wheels, 

O for a fhout of violent joys 
To join the trumpet's thundering found ! 
The angel herald ihakes the Qdesi 
Awakes the graves> and tears the ground. 

Ye numbering faints, a heavenly hoft 
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs ; 
Let every facred lleeping duft 
Leap into life, for Jefus comes. 

Jefus, the God of might and love. 
New-moulds our limbs of cumberous clay 
Quick as feraphic-flames we move, 
Aftive and young, and fair as they. 
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Our airy feet with unknown flight 
Swift as the motions of deiire. 
Run up the hills of heavenly light. 
And leave the weltering worid in fire. 



Bewailing my own Inconstancy^ 

TLOVE the Loidi but ah! how i^ 

My thoughts from die dear objed are ! 
This wanton heart how wide it roves ! 
And fancy meets a thoiiiand loves. 

If my foul bum to iee my God, 
I tread the courts of his abode> 
But troops of rivals throng the j^ace. 
And tempt me off before his face. 

Would I enjoy my Lord alone^ 
I bid my paffions all be gone. 
All but my love ; and charge my will 
To bar the door and guard it ftifl. 

But cares, or trifles, make, or find. 
Still new avenues to the mind. 
Till I with grief and wonder fee. 
Huge crowds betwixt the Lord and me.r 

Oft I am told the Mufe will prove 
A friend to piety and love ; 
Strait I begin fome facred fong. 
And take my Saviour on my tongue.r 

Strangely 
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Strangely 1 lofe his lovely face. 
To hold the empty founds in chace ; 
At beft the chimes divide my heart. 
And the Mufe fhares the larger part. 

Falfe confident ! and falfer breafl ! 
Fickle, and fond of every guefl : 
Each airy image as it flies 
Here finds admittance through my eyes. 

This fooliih heart can leave her God, 
And fhadows tempt her thoughts abroad : 
How (hall I fix this wandering mind ? 
Or throw my fetters on the wind ? 

Look gently down Almighty Grace, 
Prifon me round in thine embrace ; 
Pity the foul that would be thine. 
And let thy power my love confine. 

Say when fhall the bright moment be 
That I fhairiive alone for Thee, 
My heart no foreign Lords adore. 
And the wild Mufe prove falfe no more ? 



Foi 
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Forsaken, yet Hoping* 

HAP P Y the hours, the golden days. 
When I could call my Jefus mine. 
And fit and view his fmiling face. 
And melt in pleafures all-divine. 

Near to my heart> within my arms 
He lay, till On deiil'd my breaft. 
Till broken vows, and earthly charms, 
Tir'd and provok'd my heavenly gueft. 

And now He's gone, (O mighty woe !) 
Gone from my foul, and hides his love ! 
Curfe on you, fins, that griev'd Him fo. 
Ye fins, that forc'd him to remove. 

Break, breaks my heart ; complain, my tongue t 
Hither, my friends, yottr (brrows bring : 
Angels, aflift my doleful (bng. 
If you have e'er a mourning fhing. 

But, ah ! your joys are ever high> 
Ever his lovely face you fee ; 
While my poor fpirits pant and die^ 
And groan, for Thee, my God, for Thee* 

Yet let my hope look through my tears. 
And fpy a&r his rolling throne ; 
Hb ch^ot through the cleaving fpheres 
Shall bring the bright Beloved down. 
Vol. LVL D Swift 
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Swift as a roc flics o'er the hills. 
My foul fprings out to meet him high. 
Then the fair Conqueror turns his wheels. 
And climbs the manfions of the iky. 

There fmiling joy for ever ftignf. 
No more the turtle; kaves the dove ; 
Farewell to jcaloufies, luid pains» 
And all the ills of abfent love. 

The CONCLUSION- 

Goix ^}f;sit(A above all Praife. 

INTERN At Power! wk>fe high abode 
-*-' Becomes the grandeur of a God; 
Infinite length beyond tke bounds 
Where ftars revolve their little rounds. 

The lomft ftep above thy feat 

Rifes too high feir Gabriel's feet. 

In vain the tall Arch-angcJ \n^$ 

To reach thine height with W'Oiderisg «yes. 

Thy dazzling beauties ^MK b* fogs. 
He hides his face behind hia wittgs ; 
And ranks of fhiningv thrones arouad 
Fall worfhtptsg, aod (j^aeskd the ground. 

Lord, what (hali earth U)i, atkes do \ 
We would adore our MzkM9 too li 
From jfin and diift ta tih«e w/t cry, 
a^he Great, the Holy, and tbe Higb ^ 

Eart 
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rth from afar has heard the fame, 
id worms have learnt to lifp thy name ; 
t O, the glories of thy mind 
ave all our foaring thoughts behind. 

)d is in heaven, and men below ; 
Ihort, our tunes ; our words be few ; 
facred reverence checks our fongs, 
id praife fits filent on our tongues. 

<* TiW filet Laus, O Deus," Pfal. Ixv. r. 



End of the Firll Book. 
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BOOK II. 

Sacred to 
VIRTUE, HONOUR, and FRIENDSHIP. 



To Her MAJESTY. 

OU E EN of the Northern world, whofe gentle (way 
Commands our love, and charms our hearts t'obey. 
Forgive the nation's groan when William dy'd: 
Lo, at thy feet in all the royal pride 
Of blooming joy, three happy realms appear. 
And William's urn almoft without a tear 
Stands ; nor complains ; while from thy gracious tongue 
Peace flows in filver ftreams amidft the thrcog. 
Amazing balm, that on thofe lips was found 
To foothe the torment of that mortal wound. 
And calm the wild affright ! The terror dies. 
The bleeding wound cements, the danger 
And Albion fhouts thine honours as her joys ; 

The 



r dies, -j 

jer flies, > 

joys arife. 3 
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The German eagle feels her guardian dead. 
Not her own thunder can fecure her head ; 
Her trembling eagles haften from afar. 
And Belgians lion dreads the Gallick war : 
All hide behind thy (hield. Remoter lands 
Whofe lives lay trufted in Naffovian hands 
Transfer their fouls, and live ; fecure they play 
In thy mild rays, and love the growing day. 

Thy beamy wing at once defends and warms 
Fainting religion, whilft in various forms 
Fair jnety (hines through the Britifli ifles : 
Here at thy fide, and in thy kindeft fmiles * 
Blazing in ornamental gold fhe Hands, 
To blefs thy councils, and aflift thy hands. 
And crowds wait round her to receive commands. 
There at a humble diflance from the throne f 
Beauteous fhe Ues ; her luilre all her own, 
Ungamifh'd ; yet not blufhing, nor afraid. 
Nor knows fufpicion, nor efFedls the (hade : 
Chearful and pleas'd (he not prefiimes to (hare 
In thy parental gifts, but owns thy guardian care. 
For thee, dear fovereign, cndlefs vows arife. 
And zeal with earthly wing falutes the ikies 
To gain thy fafety : Here a folemn form • 
Of ancient words keeps the devotion warm. 
And guides, but bounds our wi(hes : There the mmd f 
Feels its own fire, and kindles unconfin'd 

• The eftabUihed church of England, 
f The Proteftant DiOenters. 

D3 With 
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With bolder hopes : Yet ftill beyond our vows. 
Thy lovely glories rife, thy fpreading terror grows. 

Princefs, the world already owns thy name : 
Go, mount the chariot of immortal fame. 
Nor die to be n nown*d : Fame's loudeft breath 
Too dear is purchased by an angel's death. 
The vengeance of thy rod, with general joy. 
Shall fcourge rebellion and the rival-boy f - 
Thy founding arms his Gallick patron hears. 
And fpeeds his flight ; nor overtakes his fears, 
1 ill hard defpair wring from the tyrant's foul 
The iron tears out. Let thy frown control 
Our angry jars at home, till wrath fubmit 
Her impious banners to thy facred feet ; 
Mad zeal, and frenzy, will' their murdcrons train. 
Feel thefe fweet realms in thine aufpiclous reign. 
Envy expire in rage, and treaibn bite the chain. 

Let no black fcenes afFri^rht fair Albion's ftage : 
Thy thread of life prolong our golden age. 
Long blcfs the earth, and late afcend thy throne 
Ethereal ; (not thy deeds are there unknown. 
Nor there unfung ; for by thine awful hands 
Heaven rulvs the waves, and thunders o'er the lands; 
Creates inferior kingsl,and gives'em theircomniands.) 
Legions attend thee at the radiant gates ; 
For thee thy iifler-feraph, bleil Maria, waits. 

f The Pretender. 

J She made Charles the Emperor's fecond fon King of Spain, 
who was afterwards £mperor of Germany. 

But 



is,f 
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But oh I tRe pirtifig ftfoke ! foftie hcaVerily pawet 
Chear thy fad Britons iti the gloorhy hour ; 
Some new propitious ftar appear on high 
The faireft glory of the Weftem fky^ 
And Anna be its nam6 ; with gcntte Avay 
To check the planets of ttaligtiant ray, 
dooth the rude north wind^ and the rugged Bear^ j 
Calm rifing wars, heal the c^tagious air, C 

Andreign with peaceful idftudflce to th6ibtttherhQ)here. 1 



Note, Tbit poem was Wrrtten in the ^car 1705, in that hotamir- 
able part of the reign of dur late Que6ri, wheii fkc had br6kef the 
French power at Blenhdhn, averted the right of Charles the pteferit 
Emperor to the crown of Spain, exerted her zeal for the Proteftaot 
SucceHion, and promifed inviolably to mainta'n the toleration to 
the Proteftant Di(fenters. Thus ijie appearcvl the chief Support of 
the Reformation, and the patronefs of the liberties of Europe. 

The latter part of her reign was of a different colour, Snd was 
by no means attended with the accompli fliment of thofe glorious 
hopes which we had conceived. Now the Mufe cannot fatisfy her- 
felf t(/publi/h thi« new edition withmit acknowledging the miftake 
of her former prefages ; and while ihe does the world thU j[uftice9 
ihe does herfelf the honour of a voluntary retra^tiont 

Auguft 1. 171 !• I.W« 



P A L I N a D I A, 

BRITONS, forgi*^ the ftrVWMrd »f afe» 
That dar'd fff^i^ fetfls fe' i&fSk^ 
(Unfkill'd in fate's ScerMl ftook) 
ABii the deep chara^ers miflook. 

4 George 
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George is the name, that glorious ftar ; 
Ye faw his fplendors beaming far ; 
Saw in the Eaft your joys arife. 
When Anna funk in wcftern ikies. 
Streaking the heavens with crimfon gloom. 
Emblems of tyranny and Rome, 
Portending blood and night to come. 
'Twas George diiFus'd a vital ray. 
And gave the dying nations day : 
His influence fooths the Ruflian Bear, 
Calms riling wars, and heals the air ; 
Join'd with the fun his beams are hurl'd 
To fcatter bleflings round the world. 
Fulfil whatever the Mufe has fpoke. 
And crown the work that Anne forfook, 

Auguft I, 1721, 



To John Locke, Efq. retired from Buiinefs, 

ANGELS are made of heavenly things. 
And light and love our fouls compofe. 
Their blifs within their bofom fprings. 
Within their bofom flows. 

But narrow minds (Hll make pretence 
To fearch the coafls of flefli and fenfe. 
And fetch diviner pleafures thence. 



1 



Men 
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n are akin to ethereal forms, 
they belye their nobler birth, 
ysSe their honour down to earth. 
And claim a fhare with worms. 

that has treafures of his own 

y leave the cottage or the throne, 

y quit the globe, and dwell alone 

Within his fpacious mind. 
ke hath a foul wide as the fea, 
m as the night, bright as the day, 
;re may his vail ideas play. 

Nor feel a thought confin'd. 



To JOHN SHUTE, Es<^ 
(Afterwards Lord Barrington.) 

Mr. Locke's dangerous Sicknefs, fome time after 
he had retired to iludy the Scriptures. 

June, 1704. 

ND muft the man of wonderons mind 
^ (Now his rich thoughts are juft refin'd) 

Forfake our longing eyes ? 
ion at length fubmits to wear 
5 wings of Faith ; and lo, they rear 
- chariot high, and nobly bear 
der prophet to the ikies. 

Go, 
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Go, friend, and wait the prophet's flighty 
Watch if hb mantle chance to li^t. 

And feize it for thy own ; 
Shate is the darling of his years. 
Young Shiite his better likened bears ; 
All but his wrinkly and his hair^ 

Are cop/'d in his Ton. 

Thus when our follies, or our faults^ 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts. 

Thy pen fliall make us wife : 
The fallies of whofe youthfol vfk 
Could pierce the Britiih fogs with lights 
Place our true • Intereft in our fight. 

And open half our eyes. 

To Mr. WILLIAM N O K E S, 

FRIENDSHIP. 

1702, 

PpRIENDSHIP, thou charmer of the mind, 
-r- Thou fwect deluding iD, 
The brighteH minute mortals find. 
And fliarpefl hour we feel. 

Fate has divided all our (hares 

Of pleafure and of foaa ; 
|n love the comfi>ns and the cares. 

Are mix'd and join'd again. 

^ The lateieft of Cogland, ^cten by Mr. Shute. 

m 
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But whilft in floods our forrow roih. 

And drops of j©y are few. 
This dear delight of mingling fools 

Serves but to fwell our woe. 

Oh ! why fhould blifs depart in hafte. 

And friendlhip flay to moan ? 
Why the fond paffion cling fo faft. 

When every joy is gone ? 

Yet never let our hearts divide. 

Nor death diflblve the chain : 
For love and joy were once ally'dj. 

And mufl be join'd again. 



ToNathanabl Gould, Efq. afterwards 
Sir Nathanael Gould. 



1704. 



^'npiS not by fplendor, or by ftate, 
-■• Exalted mein, or lofiy gait. 

My Mufe takes naeafures of a king : 
If wealth, or height, or bulk will do. 
She calls each mountain of Peru 

A more majeftic thing. 
Frown on me, friend, if e'er I boaft 
O'er fellow-minds enflav'd in clay. 
Or fwell when I Ihall have engroft 
A larger heap of fliining dull. 

And wear a bigger load of earth than they. 



Let 
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Let the vain world falute me loud. 
My thoughts look inward, and forget 
The founcUng names of High and Great, 
The flatteries of the crowd. 

When Gould commands his (hips to run 
And fearch the traffic of ihe fea, 
Ks fleet o*ertakes the falling dayy 
And bears the weflem mines away. 
Or richer fpices from the lifing fun : 
While the glad tenants of the Ihore 
Shout, and pronounce him fenator *, 

Yet itill the man's the fame : 
For well the happy merchant knows 
The foul with treafure never grows. 

Nor fwells with airy fame. 

But trull me, Gould, 'tis lawful pride 
To rife above the mean control 
Of flefli and fenfe, to which we're ty'd ; 
This is ambition that becomes a foul. 
We fleer our courfe up through the fkies ; 
Farewell this barren land : 
We ken the heavenly fliore with longing eyes. 
There the dear wealth of fpirit lies. 
And beckoning ar.gels fland. 

* Member of parliameat for a port In SufTex* 



To 
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To Dr. THOMAS GIBSON. 
The Life of Souls. 



1704. 



J WI FT 33 the fun revolves the day 
^ We haften to the dead, 
aves to the wind we puff away. 

And to the ground we tread, 
i^is air that lends us life, when firft 

The vital bellows heave : 

ur fleih we borrow of the dnfl ; 

nd when a mother's care has nurft 

The babe to manly fize, we muft 

With ufury pay the grave. 

ich juleps drawn from precious ore 

Still tend the dying flame : 
nd plants, and roots, of barbarous name, 

Tom from the Indian ihore. 
hus we fupport our tottering flefli. 

Our cheeks refume the rofe afrefh, 
Hien bark and fteel play well their game 

To fave our finking breath, 
nd Gibfon, with his awful power, 
efcues the poor precarious hour 
From the demands of death. 



But 
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But art and nature, powers and charms> 
And drugs, and recipes, and forms. 
Yield us, at laft, to greedy woims 

A dcfpicable prey ; 
I'd have a life to call my own. 
That (hall depend on heaven alone j 

Nor air, nor earth, nor fea 
Mix their bafe effences with mine* 
Nor claim dominion fo divine 

To give me leave to Be. 

Sure there's a mind within, that reigns 
O'er the dull current of my veins ; 
I feel the inward pulfe beat high 
With vigorous immortality. 
Let earth refume the fkfli it gavci 
And breath diffolve amongil the winds ; 
Gibfon, the things that fear a grave> 
That I can lofe, or you can fave. 
Are not akin to minds. 

We claim acquaintance with the fkies* 
Upward our finrits hourly rife. 

And there our thoughts employ : 
When heaven (hall fign our grand releafe. 
We are no Grangers to the place> 

The bufinefs, or the joy. 



FALSE 
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FALSE GREATNESS* 

YLO9 forbear to call him bleft 

That only boafb a large eftate, 
i all the trcafures of the Weft 

and conffHre to make him great. 

V thy better thoaghts, I know 
eafon can't defcend fo low. 
broad itream with golden iknds 
Through all his meadows roll* 
»ut a wretch, with all his landsj 
^hat wears a narrow fool. 

slU smdft his weidthy fiore, 

roudly pdadng what he wdghs^ 

own ^cal^ he fon^y h^s 

re heaps of &iiii«|^ ore. 

eads the bab»ce wMe to hold 

manors and hia farms* 

heats the <beam with loads of geld 

hugs between his arms. 

^ht the plemgh-hc^ dmh a tree* 

en Croefus oiouftts his throve, 

oth fbind upi and fiwle 10 fee 

V long their ftiadow's grw^ 
how vain their ftaoesi be 

think that ihape theic owb ! ... 

Thn« 
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Thus mingled iHll with wealtli and flate» 
Croefus himfelf can never know ; 
Hb true dimenfions and his weight 
Are fu inferior to their (how* 
Were I fo tall to reach the pole. 
Or graip the ocean with my fpan^ 
I muft be meafur'd by my foul : 
The mind^s the flandard of the man. 



To S A R 1 S S A- 

An E P I S T L £. 

TJ E AR up, Sariffa, through the ruffling ftorms 

•'-^ Of a vain vexing world : Tread down the card 

Thofe ragged thorns that lie acrofs the road. 

Nor fpend a tear upon them. Truft the Mufe, 

She fings experienced truth : This briny dew. 

This rain of eyes will make the briars grow. 

We travel through a defert, and our feet 

Have meafur'd a fair fpace, have left behind 

A thoufand dangers, and a thoufand fnares 

Well fcap'd. Adieu, ye horrors of the dark. 

Ye finiih'd labours, and ye tedious toils 

Of days and hours : The twinge of real fmart. 

And the falfe terrors of ill-boding dreams 

Vanifh together, be alike forgot. 

For ever blended in one common grave* 

Fare- 



LYRIC POEMS, BOOK II. 49 

Farewell, ye waxing and ye waning moons. 
That we have watch'd behind the flying clouds 
3n night's dark hill, or fetting or afcending, 
3r in meridian height : Then iilence reign'd 
^*er half the world ; then ye beheld our tears, 
Ye witnefs'd our complaints, our kindred groans, 
(Sad harmony !) while with your beamy horns 
Or richer orb ye iilver'd o'er the green 
Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
To mourners. Now ye have fulfill'd your round, 
Thofe hours are fled, farewell. Months that are gone 
Are gone for ever, and have borne away 
Each his own load. Our woes and forrows pafl. 
Mountainous woes, ^11 leflen as they fly 
Far off. So billows in a ftormy iea, 
Wave after wave (a long fucceflion) roll 
Beyond the ken of fight : The failors fafe 
Look far a-flem till they have loft the ftorm. 
And Ihout their boifterous joys. A gentler Mufe 
Sings thy dear fafety, and commands thy cares 
To dark oblivion ; bury'd deep in night 
Ufe them, Sariflfa, and aflift my fong. 

Awake thy voice, fing how the flender line 
^f fate's unmortal Now divides the paft 
Prom all the future, with eternal bars 
forbidding a return. The paft temptations 
^omore fliall vex us ; every grief we feel 
Shortens the deftin'd number ; every pulfe 
Beats a ftiarp moment of the pain away, 

E And 
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Hark, my fair guardian chides my flay. 

And waves his golden rod : 
«* Angel, I come ; lead on die way ;" 

And now by fwift degrees 
1 fail aloft through azure feas. 
Now tread the milky road : 
Farewell, ye planets, in your fpheres ; 
And as the flars are lofl, a brighter iky appears* 

In hafte for paradife 
I fbetch the pinions of a bolder thought ; 
Scarce had I will'd, but I was pail 
Deferts of tracklefs light and all the ethereal waile. 

And to the facred borders brought ; 
There on the wing a guard of cherubs lies. 

Each waves a keen flame as he flies. 
And well defends the walls from fleges and furprife. 

With pleaflng reverence I behold 
The pearly portals wide unfold : 
Enter, my foul, and view th' amazing fcenes ; 
Sit faft upon the flying Mufe, 
And let thy roving wonder loofe 
O'er all th' empyreal plains. 
Noon ilands eternal here : here may thy iight. 
Drink-in the rays of primogenial light ; 
Here breathe immortal air : 
Joy muil beat high in every vein, 
Pleafure through all thy bofom reign ; 
The laws forbid the ilranger, pain. 
And baiiiih every care. 



Sec 
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See how the bubbling fprings of love 

Beneath the throne arife ; 
The ftreams in cryftal channels move. 
Around the golden ftreets they rove. 
And blefs the manlions of the upper fkies. 
There a fair grove of knowledge grows. 
Nor fin nor death infedls the fruit ; 
Young life hangs frelh on all the boughs. 

And fprings from every root ; 
Here may thy greedy fenfes feall 
While extafy and health attends on every tafte. 

With the fair profpedl charm'd I flood; 
f earlefs I feed on the delicious fare. 
And drink profufe falvation from the filvcr flood. 
Nor can excefs be there. 

In facred order rang'd along 

Saints new-releas*d by death 
Join the bold feraph's warbling breath. 

And aid th' immortal fong. 
Each has a voice that tunes his firings. 
To mighty founds, and mighty things. 

Things of everlafling weight. 
Sounds, like the fofter viol, fvveet. 

And, like the trumpet, flrong. 
Divine attention held my foul, 
' I was all ear ! 
through all my powers the heavenly accents roll, 
I longed and wifh'd my Bradbury there ; 
" Could he but hear thefe notes, I faid, 
f* His tuneful foul would never bear 

E 3 " The 
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*' The dull unwinding of • fe's tedioos tKread, 

" But burfl the vital chords to reach the happy deac 

And now my tongue prepares to join 
The harmony, and with a noble aim 

Attempts th' unutterable name. 
But faints, confounded by the notes divine : 
Again my fout th' unequal honour fought. 

Again her utmoft force (he brought. 
And bow'd beneath the burden of th' unwieldy thought 

Thrice I efTay'd, and fainted thrice ; 
Th* immortal labour llrain'd my feeble frame. 
Broke the blight viiion, and diiTolv'd the dream : 

I funk at once and lofl the fkies : 

In vain I fought the fcenes of light 
Rolling abroad my longing eyes. 
For all around them flood my curtains and the nightt 



Strict Religion very rare. 

T ' M borne aloft, and leave the crowd, 
^ I fail upon a morning cloud 

Skirted with dawning gold : 
Mine eyes beneath the open day 
Command the globe with wide furvey. 
Where ants in bufy millions play. 

And tug and heave the mould. 

" Are thefe the things (my paffion cry'd) 
♦« That we call men ? Are thcfc ally'd 
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To the fair worlds of light ? 
Ley have ras'd out their Maker's name, 
-aven on their minds with pointed fiame 
In flrokes divmely bright. 

retches ! they hate their native ikies ; 

an ethereal thought arife. 

Or {park of virtue £bine, 

Ith cruel force they damp its plumes, 

toke the young fire with fenfual fumes. 

With bufinefs^ luft, or wine. 

I ! how they throng with panting breath 
The broad defcending road 
lat leads unerring down to death. 
Nor mifs the dark abode." 
while I drop a tear or two 
le wild herd, a noble few 
to flray upward, and purfue 
i* unbeaten way to God. 

tt Myrtillo mounting high, 
rw his can(tid foul afar ; 

Dorylus and Thyrfis fly 

ch like a riiing flar. 

in I faw and Fidea there, 

them help each other's flight, 
id blefs them as they go ; 
' foar beyond my labouring fight, 
leave their loads of mortal care, 
t not their love, below. 

E4 On 
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On heaven, their home, they fix their eyes. 

The temple of their God : 
With morning incenfe up they rife 
Sublime, and through the lower fides 

Spread the perfiimes abroad. 

Acrofs the road a feraph flew, 

'• Mark (faid he) that happy pair, 

*' Marriage helps devotion there : 

f' When kindred minds their God purfue 

" They break with double vigour through 

'* The dull incumbent air." 
Charm'd with the pleafure and furprife. 

My foul adores and iings, 
*' Bleft be the power that fprings their flight, 
*' That ftreaks their path with heavenly light, 
*' That turns their love to facrifice, 

** And joins their zeal for wings." 



To Mr. C. and S. F L E E T W O O D. 

77LEETWOODS, young generous pair, 
•*• Defpife the joys that fools purfue ; 
Bubbles are light and britde too. 
Born of the water and the air. 

Try'd by a ftandard bold and juft 

Honour and gold and paint and dufl ; 
How vile the laft is, and as vain the firft ! 

Things that the crowd call great and brave. 

With me how low their value's brought ! 

Tit). 
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Titles and names* and life and breath, 
Slaves to the wind and born for death ; 
The foul's the only (hing we have 
Worth an important thought. 

The foul ! 'tis of th' immortal kind. 

Nor form'd of fire, or earth, or wind, [behind. 

Out-lives the mouldering corpfe, and leaves the globe 

In limbs of clay though (he appears, 
Array'd in rofy fkin, and dcck'd with ears and eyes. 

The flefh is but the foul's difguifc. 
There's nothing in her frame 'kin to the drefs flie wears. 

From all the laws of matter free. 

From all we feel, and all we fee. 
She ftands eternally diftindl, and muft for ever be. 

Rife then, my thoughts, on high. 
Soar beyond all that's made to die ; 
Lo ! on an awful throne 
Sits die Creator and the Judge of fouls. 
Whirling the planets round the poles. 
Winds off our threads of life, andbrings our periods on. 
Swift the approach, and folemn is the day. 
When this inmiortal mind 
Stript of the body's coarfe array 
To endlefs pain, or endlefs joy. 
Molt be at once coniign'd. 

Think of the fands run down to waile, 
Wc poiTefs none of all the pail. 

None 
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None but the prcTent is oar <wn ; !W 

Grace is not plac'd within onr power, Safl 

'Tis but one fliort, one (hining hour, |Sct 

Bright and declining as a fetting fun. 

See the white minates wing'd with hafle ; 
The Now that flies may be the laft ; 
Seize the falvation e'er 'tis paft, 
' Nor mourn the bleiling gone : 
A thought's delay is ruin here, 
A clofing eye, a gafping breath. 
Shuts up the golden fcene in death. 
And drowns you in defjpair. 



To WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, Esc^. 

CasimjTr. Lib. II. Od. 2. imitated. 

** Quae tegit canas modo Bruma valles,*' Sec. 

T^yTARK how it fnows ! how fall the valley fills ! 
•*^ '^'* And the fweet groves the hoary garment wear ; 
Yet the warm fun-beams bounding from the hills 
Shall melt the vail away, and the young green appear. 

But when old age has on your temples fhed 
Her filver-froU, there's no returning fun ; 
Swift flies our autumn, {wift our fummer's fled. 
When youth, and love, and fpring, and golden joyaf are 
gone. 

Then 
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m cold> and winter, and your aged fnow, 
k hft opon yon ; not the rich array, 
the green garland, nor the rofy bough, 
1 cancel or conceal the melancholy grey. 

chace of pleaTores id not worth the painSf 
le the bright fands of health run wafting down | 

honour calfs yon from the foftef fcenes, 
ell the gandy hour for ages of renown. 

but one youth, and fliort, that mortals have, 
one old age diflblves oar feeble frame; 
there's a heavenly art t* elude the grave, 
with the hero-race immortal kindred claim. 

man that has his country's facred tears 

jwing his cold hearfe, has liv'd his day ; 

8, Blackbourn, we fhould leave our names our heirs ; 

time and waning; moons fweep all the reft a(way, 

T R U E MONARCHY. 

I70it 

HE rifing year beheld th' imperious Gaul 
Stretch his dominion, while a hundred towns 
ich'd to the vi^or : but a fleady foul 
ds firm on its own bafe, and reigns as wide^ 
bfolute ; and fways ten thoufand Haves, 
s and wild fancies with a fovereign hand. 

'c are a little kingdom ; but the man 
t tbws his rebel will to reafon's throne, 

Portia 
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Forms it a. large one, while his royal mind 
Makes heaven its cooncil, from the rolls above 
Draws its own fiatutes, and with joy obeys. 

*Tis not a troop of well-appointed guards 
Create a monarch, not a purple robe 
Dy'd in the people's bloody not all the crowns 
Or dazzling tiars that bend about the head. 
Though gilt with fun-beams and fet round with liars, 
A monarch He that conquers all his fears. 
And treads upon them; when he flands alone. 
Makes his own camp ; four guardian virtues w^t 
His nightly flumbers, and fecure his dreams. 
Now dawns the light ; he ranges all his thoughts 
In fquare battalions, bold to meet th' attacks 
Of time and chance, himfelf a numerous holl. 
All eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day. 
Firm as a rock, and movelefs as the centre. 

In vain the harlot, pleafure, fpreads l^er ch^rms< 
To lull his thoughts in luxury's fair lap. 
To fenfual eafe (the bane of litde kingS;, 
Monarchs whofe waxen images of fouls 
Are moulded into foftnefs) ; ftill his mind 
Wears its own (hape, nor can the heavenly forn^ 
Stoop to be moderd by the wild decrees 
Of the mad vulgar, that unthinking herd. 

He lives above the crowd, nor hears the noife 
pf wars and triumi.hs, nor regards the fhouts 
pf popular applaufe, that empty found ; • 

Nc 
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^or fctls the flying arrows of reproach. 
Or fpite or envy. In himfelf fccurc, 
Wifdom his tower, and confdence is his (hield, 
^s peace all inward, and his joys his own. 

Now my ambition fwells, my wiflies (bar, 
This be my kingdom ; fit above the globe 
My riiing foul, and dreis thyfelf aroond 
And fhine in virtue's armour, cHmb the height 
Of wiidom's lofty caftle, there re£de 
Safe from the fmiling and the frowning world. 

Yet once a day drop down a gentle look 
On the great mole-hill, and with pitying eye 
Survey the bufy emmets round the heap, 
Crouding and buiUing in a thouiand forms 
Of flrife and toil, to purchafe wealth and ^me, 
A bubble or a dufl : Then call thy thoughts 
Up to thyfelf to feed on joys unknown. 
Rich without gold, and great without renown. 

TRUE COURAGE. 

HONOUR demands my fong. Forget the ground. 
My generous Mufe, and fit among the ibrs 1 
There ling the foul, that, confdous of her birth. 
Lives like a native of the vital world. 
Among thefe d; ing clods, and bears her Hate 
Juft to herfelf : how nobly fhe maintains 
Her charader, fuperior to the fiefh. 
She wields her pailicns like her limbs, and knows 

The brutal powers were only born t* obey. 

This 
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This is the man whom (korms could never niak^ 
Meanly complain ; nor can a flattering gale 
Make him talk proudly : he hath .no defirc 
To read his fecret fate j yet uoconcem'd 
And calm couM meet his unborn deftby> 
In all its charmmg, or its frightful ihapes. 

He that unfhrinking, and without a groan. 
Bears the firft wound, may iini(h all the war 
With meer courageous filence, and come ofF 
Conqueror : for the man that well conceals 
The heavy ilrokes of fate> he bears them well« 

He, though th' Atlantic and the Midland feas 
With adverfe furges meet, and rife on high 
Sufpended 'twixt the winds, then rulh amain 
Mingled with flames, upon his fingle head, 
And clouds, and ftars, and thunder, firm he &uidf, 
Secure of his bell life ; unhurt, uiunov'd ; 
And drops his lower nature, bom for death. 
Then from the lofty caftle of his mind 
Sublime looks down, exulting, and furveys 
The ruins of creation (Souls alone 
Are heirs of dying worlds) ; a piercing glance 
Shoots upwards from between his doling lids> 
To reach his birth-place, and without a figh 
He bids his batter'd flefh lie gently down 
Amongft his native rubbifli ; whilft the (pint 
Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted gueil 
Of the third heaven, th' unruinable iky. 

Thither, 
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Thither, when fate has brought our willing fouls^ 

D matter whether 'twas a Iharp difeafe, 

r a (harp fword that help'd the travellers on, 

id pu(h*d us to our home. Bear up, my friend^ 

renely, and break through the ftormy brine 

ith fteady prow ; know, we Audi once arrive 

: the feir haven of eternal blifs. 

) which we ever (leer ; whether as kings 

' wide command we've fpread the fpadous fea 

ith a broad painted fleet, or row'd along 

a thin cock-boat with a little oar. 

There let my native plank fliift me to land 
id ril be happy : Thus I'll leap alhore 
yful and fearlefs on th' immortal coaft, 
ice all I leave is mortal, and it mull be loft. 



3 the much honoured Mr. Thomas Row e, the 
Director: of my youthful Studies. 

FREE PHILOSOPHY. 

■^U S TOM, that tyrannefs of fools, 

-^ That leads the learned round the fchools, 

I magic chains of forms and rules 1 

My genius ilorms her throne : 
o more, ye (laves, with awe profouod 
eat the dull track, nor dance the round ; 
oofe hands, apd quit th' inchanted ground: 

Knowledge invites us e^ch alone. 

I hate 
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I hate thefe fhacklcs of the mind 

Forg'd by the haughty wife ; 
Souls were not bom to be confin'di 
And led^ like Samfonj blind and bound ; 
But when his native ftrength he found 

He well aveng'd his eyes. 
I love thy gentle bfluence, Rowei 
Thy gentle influence, like the fun> 
Only diflblves the frozen ihow> 
Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow. 
And chufe the channels where they run. 

Thoughts fliould be free as fire or wind ; 
The pinions of a fingle mind 

Will through all nature fly : 
But who can drag up to the poles 
Long fetter'd ranks of leaden fouls ? 
A genius which no chain controls 
Roves with delight, or deep, or high : 
Swift I furvey the globe around. 
Dive to the centre through the folid groundi 

Or travel o'er the iky. 

To the Reverend Mr. BENONI ROW 
The Way of the Multitude. 

ROWE, if we make the crowd our guide 
Through life's uncertain road. 
Mean is tlie chafe ; and wandering wide 
We mifs th' immortal good ; 
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'^etif my thoughts could be confin'd 
^o follow any leader-mind, 
*d mark thy fteps, and tread the fame : 
>reft in thy notions I'd appear 
Tot Hke a foul of mortal frame. 
Nor with a vulgar air. 

Men live at random and by chance. 
Bright reafon never leads the dance ; 
hile in the broad and beaten way 
O'er dales and hills from truth we ftray, 
3 ruin we defcend, to ruin we advance. 
Wifdom retires ; flie hates the crowd. 

And with a decent fcorn 
loof (he climbs her fleepy feat, 
here nor the grave nor giddy feet, 
f the leam'd vulgar or the rude. 
Have e'er a paiTage worn. 

eer hazard firft began the track, 
here cuftom leads her thoufands blind 
In willing chains and ftrong ; 
here's fcarce one bold, one noble mind, 
ares tread the fatal error back ; 
jt hand in hand ourfelves we bind. 
And drag the age along. 

[ortals, a favage herd, and loud 
s billows on a noify Hood 

Vol. LVI. F In 
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In rapid order roll : 
Example makes the mifchief good : 
With jocund heel we beat the road, 

Unheedful of the goal. 
Me let * Ithuriel's friendly wing 
Snatch from the crowd, and bear fubHmc 

To wifdom's lofty tower. 
Thence to furvey that wretched thing. 
Mankind ; and in exalted rhyme 

Blefs the delivering power. 



To the Reverend Mr. JOHN HOW 



GREAT man/ permit the Mufe to climb 
And feat her at thy feet, 
Bid her attempt a thought fublime,- 

And confecrate her wit. 
I feel, I feel th' attractive force 

Of thy fuperior foul : 
My chariot flies her upward courfe,- 

The wheels divinely roll. 
Now let me chide the mean affairs 

And mighty toil of men : 
How they grow grey in trifling cares,- 
Or wafte the motions of the fpheres 

Upon delights as vain ! 

•■ The nano of an angel in Milton's Paradlfe Loft. 
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puff of honour fills the niind> 
nd yellow dufl is folid good ; 
hus, like the afs of favage kind, 
e fnufF the breezes of the wind. 
Or ileal the ferpent's food. 

Could all the choirs 

That charm the pojes 
But fbike one doleful founds 
Vould be employed to mourn our fouls, 
>uls that were fram'd of fprightly fires 

In floods of folly drown'd. 
mis madie of glory feek a brutal joy ; 
How they difclaim their heavenly birth, 
[elt their bright fubftance down with drofTy earth, 
nd hate to be refin'd from that impure alloy. 

ft has thy genius rous'd us hence 
With elevated fong, 
id us renounce this world of fenfe, 
id us divide th' immortal prize 
Wth the feraphic throng : 
Knowledge and love makes fpirits bleft. 
Knowledge their food, and love their refl; ** 
ut flefh, th' unmanageable beaft, 
efilb the pity of thine eyes. 
And mufic of thy tongue, 
'hen let the worms of groveling mind ^ 

.ound the fhort joys of earthly kind 
In rcillefs windings roam ; 

F 2 Howe 
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Howe hath an ample orb of foul. 
Where fhining worlds of knowledge roll. 
Where love, the centre and the pole, 
Compleats the heaven it home. 



The Disappointment and Relief 

X VIRTUE, permit my fancy to impofe 

^ Upon my better powers : 
She calls fweet fallacies on half our woes. 

And gilds the gloomy hours. 
How could we bear this tedious round 
Of waning moons, and rolling years> 
Of flaming hopes, and chilling fears. 
If (where no fovereign cure appears) 
No opiates could be found. 

Love, the moll cordial llream that flows. 
Is a deceitful good : 
Young Doris, who nor guilt nor danger knows. 

On the green margin Hood, 
Pleas'd with the golden bubbles as they rofe. 
And with more golden fands her fancy pav'd the fl 
Then fond to be entirely bleft. 
And tempted by a faithlefs youth. 
As void of goodnefs as of truth. 
She plunges in with heedlefs hafle. 
And rears the nether mud : 

I 
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Darknefs and naufeous dregs arife 
)*er thy fair current, love, with large fupplies 
!>f pain to teaze the heart, and forrow for the eyes. 

The golden blifs that charm'd her fight 
Is dafh'd, and drown 'd, and lofl : 

A fpark, or glimmering ftreak at moft, 

Shines here and there, amidft the night, 
^midft the turbid waves, and gives a faint delight. 

Recovered from the fad furprife, 

Doris awakes at lad. 
Grown by the difappointment wife ; 
Vnd manages with art th' unlucky caft ; 
When the lowering frown (he fpies 
On her haughty tyrant's brow, 
Vith humble love Ihe meets his wrathful eyes. 

And makes her fovereign beauty bow ; 
ii^hearful (he fmiles upon the grizly form ; 
>o (hines the fetting fun on adverfe (kies. 

And paints a rainbow on the ftorm. 
\non fhe lets the fuUen humour fpend. 
And with a virtuous book, or friend. 

Beguiles th* uneafy hours : 
Well-colouring every crofs fhe meets. 
With heart ferene Ihe lleeps and eats. 
She fpreads her board with fancy'd fweets. 
And llrows her bed with flowers. 



F3 The 
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The Hero's School of Morality. 

'T^HERON, amongft his travels, found, 
•^ A broken ftatue on the the ground ; 
And fearching onward as he went 
He trac'd a ruin'd monument. 
Mould, mofs, and fhades, had overgrown 
The fculpture of the crumbling ftonc. 
Yet e'er he paft, with much ado. 
He guefs'd, and fpell'd out, Sci-pi-o. 

*' Enough, he cry'd ; I'll drudge no more 
*' In turmng the dull Stoics o'er ; 
*' Let pedants wafte their hours of eafe 
*' To fweat all night at Socrates; 
'* And feed their boys with notes and rules, 
*' Thofe tedious Recipe's of fchools, 
" To cure ambition : I can learn 
*' With greater eafe the great concern 
*' Of mortals ; how we may defpife 
" All the gay things below the fkies. 

*' Methinks a mouldering pyramid 
'' Says all that the old fages faid ; 
*/ For me thefe fhatter'd tombs contain 
*' More morals than the Vatican. 
*' The duft of heroes caft abroad, 
[' And kick'd, and trampled in the road, 

"Tk 
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slicks of a lofty mind, 

ately wars and crowns defign'd, 

or a jeft from wind to wind, 

B be humble, and forbear 

lonuments of fame to rear, 

are but caftles in the air, 

)wering heights, and frightful falls, 

ain'd heaps, and funerals, 

oidng kingdoms and their kings, 

le a thoufand mournful things 

iancholy filencc, ■■ 



-He 



living could not bear to fee 
ual, now Kes torn and dead ; 
bis pale trunk, and there his head; 
Pompey ! while I meditate, 
folemn horror, thy fad fate, 
arcafe, fcatter'd on the fhore 
ut a name, inftruds me more 
my whole library before. 



} 



flUl, my Plutarch, then, and fleep, 
\y good Seneca may keep 
vrolumes clos'd for ever too, 

no further ufe for you : 
hen I feel my virtue fail, 
ly ambitious thoughts prevail, 
:e a turn among the tombs, 
ee whereto all glory comes : 

F ^ '* There 
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*' There the vile foot of every clown 
*' Tramples the fons of honour down. 
*' Beggars with awful aflies fport, 
" And tread the Cxfars in tlie dirt." 

FREEDOM. 

1697, 
'T^ E M P T me no more. My foul can ne'er comport 
•^ With the gay flaveries of a court ; 

I've an averfion to thofe charms. 
And hug dear liberty in both mine arms. 

Go, vaflal-fouls, go, cringe and wait. 
And dance attendance at Honorio's gate. 
Then run in troops before him to compofe his ftate j 
Move as he moves : and when he loiters, ftand ; 

You're but the fhadows of a man. 

Bend when he fpeaks ; and kifs the ground : 

Go, catch ih' impertinence of found; 

Adore the follies of the great ; 
Wait till he fmiles : But lo, the idol frown'd 
And drove them to their fate. 

Thus bafe-born minds : but as for Me, 

I can and will be free : 
Like a ftrong mountain, or fome (lately tree. 

My foul grows fiim upright. 
And as I lland, and as 1 go. 

It keeps my body fo ; 

No, 1 can never part with my creation-right. 
Let fiaves and afles iloop and bow, 

I can- 
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I cannot make this iron knee 
Bend to a meaner power than that which form'd it free. 

Thus my bold harp profufely play'd 
Pindarical ; then on a branchy Ihadc 
I hung my harp aloft, myfelf beneath it laid. 

Nature that liften'd to my ftrain, 
Refum'd the theme, and aded it again. 

Sudden rofe a whirling wind 

Swelling like Honorio proud. 

Around the ftraws and feathers crowd. 
Types of a flavilh mind ; 

Upwards the ftormy forces rife. 

The duft flies up and climbs the ficies. 
And as the temped fell th' obedient vapours funk : 
Again it roars with bellowing found. 

The meaner plants that grew around. 
The willow, and the afp, trembled and kifs'd the 
ground : 

Hard by there flood the iron trunk 
Of an old oak, and all the ilorm defy'd ; 

In vain the winds their forces try'd. 

In vain they roar'd ; the iron oak 
Povv'd only to the heavenly thunder's ftrokc. 



Oa 
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On Mr. Locke's Annotations upon feveral Parts 
of the New Testament, left behind him 
at his Death. 

rr^HUS reaibn learas by flow degrees, 
•*• What faith reveals ; but fHll complains 

Of intelledual pains. 
And darknefs from the too exuberant light. 

The blaze of thofe bright myfteries 

Pour'd all at once on nature's eyes 

Offend and cloud her feeble fight. 

Reafon could fcare fuftain to fee 
Th' Almighty One, th' Eternal Three, 
Or bear the infent Deity ; 
Scarce could her pride defcend to own 
Her Maker (looping from his throne. 
And drefl in glories fo unknown. 
A ranfom'd worid, a bleeding God, 
And heaven appeas'd with flowing blood. 
Were themes too painful to be undcrflood. 

Faith, thou bright cherub, fpcak, and fay 

bid ever mind of mortal race 

Coft thee more toil, or larger grace. 

To melt and bend it to obey. 
'Twas hard to make fo rich a foul fubmit. 
And lay her (hining honours at thy fovereign feet. 

SiHcr 
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Siiler of faith, fair charity. 

Shew me the wondrous man on high. 

Tell how he fees the Godhead Three in One ; 

The bright conviAion fills his eye, 

is nobleft powers in deep proftration He 

At the myfterious throne. 
" Forgive, he cries, ye faints below, 
'« The wavering and the cold a/Tent 
** I gave to themes divinely true ; 
" Can you admit the blcfled to repent ? 

'* Eternal darknefs vail the lines 
** Of that unhappy book. 
Where glimmering reafon with falfe lulbe Ihines, 
" Where the mortal pen miflook 

'* What the celeftial meant !" 

TRUE RICHES. 

'AM not concern'd to know 
^ What to-morrow fate will do : 
Pis enough that I can fay, 
ve poffefs'd myfelf to day : 
'hen if haply midnight-death 
eize my flefh, and flop my breath, 
et to-morrow I fhall be 
[eir to the bell part of me. 
Glittering (lones, and golden things, 
/"ealth and honours that have wings, 
ver fluttering to be gone, 
could never call my own : 

Riches 



7^ WATTS's POEMS. 

Riches that the world beilows. 

She can take^ and I can lofe ; 

But the treafurcs that are mine 

Lie afar beyond her line. 

When I view my fpacious foul. 

And furvey myf;;lf awhole. 

And enjoy myfelf alone, 

I'm a kingdom of my own. 

I've a mighty part within 
That the world hath never feen. 
Rich as Eden's happy ground. 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here on all the fhining boughs 
Knowledge fair and ufelefs grows ; 
On the fame young flowery tree 
All the fcafons you may fee ; 
Notions in the bloom of light, 
Juft difdofing to the fight ; 
Here are thoughts of larger growth. 
Ripening into folid truth ; 
Fruits relin'd, of noble tafle ; 
Seraphs feed on fuch repaft. 
Here, in a green and ihady grove. 
Streams of pleafure mix with love ; 
There beneath the fmiling fkies 
Hills of contemplation rife ; 
Now upon fome (hining top 
Angels light, and call me up ; 
I rejoice to raife my feet. 
Both rejoice when there we mce^. 



Th 
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There are endlefs beauties more 
Earth hath no refemblance for ; 
Nothing like them round the pole. 
Nothing can defcribe the foul : 
'Tis a region half unknown. 
That has treafures of its own, 
More remote from public view 
Than the bowels of Peru ; 
Broader 'tis, and brighter far. 
Then the golden Indies are ; 
Ships that trace the watery ftage 
Cannot coafl it in an age ; 
Karts, or horfes, ftrong and fleet* 
Had they wings to help thdr feet. 
Could not run it halfway o'er 
In ten thoufand days and more. 

Yet the fiUy wandering mind* 
Loth to be too much confin'd. 
Roves and takes her daily tours, 
Coafting round the narrow ihores. 
Narrow Ihores of flefh and fenfe. 
Picking (hells and pebbles thence : 
Or (he fits at fancy's door. 
Calling (hapes and fliadows to her. 
Foreign vifits (till receiving. 
And t' hcrfelf a (Iranger living. 
Never, never would Ihe buy 
Indian dull, or Tyrian dye. 

Never 
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Never trade abroad for mote. 
If (he faw her native ilore; 
If her inward worth were known; 
She might ever live alone. 



The Adventurox/s Muse; 

URANIA takes her morning flight 
With an inimitable wing : 
Through rifing deluges of dawning light 

She cleaves her wonderous way. 
She tunes immortal anthems to the growing day ; 
Nor • Rapin gives her rules to fly, nor f Piircdl 
notes to fmg. 

She nor inquires, nor knows, nor fears 
Where lie the pointed rocks, or where th* ingulfing 

fand 
Climbing the liquid mountains of the ikies 
She meets defcending angels as fhe flies. 

Nor afks them where their country lies. 
Or where the fea-marks ftand. 

Touch'd with an empyreal ray 
She fprings, unerring, upward to eternal day. 

Spreads her white fails aloft, and fleers. 
With bold and fafe attempt, to the celeftial land. 

♦ A French Critick. 

f An Engliih mafter of mufic* 
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liilft tittle fldffs along the mortal fhores 
Wth humble toil in order creep, 
mailing in fight of one another's oars. 
Nor venture through the boundlefs deep. 
Such low pretending ibnls are they 
'^ho dwell inclos'd in folid orbs of ikull ; 
Plodding along their fober way, 
he fnail o'ertakes them in their wildeft play, 
'hile the poor labourers fwcat to be correSly dullv 

ive me the chariot whofe diviner wheels 

Mark their own rout, and unconfin'd. 

Bound o*er the everlafting hills, 

nd lofe the clouds below, and leave the flars behind/ 

Give me the Mufe whofe generous force," 

Impatient of the rems, 
Purfues an unattempted courle, 
reaks all the criticks iron chains, 
nd bears to paradife tdie raptured mmd; 

There Milton dwells : The mortal fung 
Themes not prefum'd by mortal tongue ; 
New terrors, or new glories, fhine 
I every page, and flying fcenes divine 
irprife the wondering fenfe, and draw our fouls along. 
Behold his Mufe fent out t' explore 
he unapparent deep where waves of Chaos roar. 
And realms of night unknown before. 
She trac'd a glorious path unknown. 

Through 
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Through fields of heavenly war, and feraphs overthrown, 

Where his adventurous genius led : 
Sovereign (he fram'd a model of her own* 

Nor thank'd the living nor the dead. 
The noble hater of degenerate rhyme 
Shook off the chains, and built his verfe fublimfc, 
A monument too high for coupled founds to climb. 

He mourn'd the garden loft below ; 

(Earth is the fcene for tuneful woe) 

Now blifs beats high in all his veins. 

Now the loft Eden he regains. 
Keeps his own air, and triumphs in unrival'd ftrains. 

Immortal bard ! Thus thy own Raphael fings. 

And knows no rule but native fire : 
All heaven fits filent, while to his fovereign ftrings 

He talks unutterable things ; 
With graces infinite his untaught fingers rove 
Acrofs the golden lyre : 
From every note devotion fprings. 
Rapture, and harmony, and love> 
O'erfpread the liftening choir. 



To 
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To Mr. NICHOLAS CLARK. 

TheComplaint. 

T^WAS in a vale where oilers grow 
•*• By murmuring flreams we told our woe. 

And mingled all our cares : 
-iendfhip fat pleased in both our eyes, 
. both the weeping dews ariie. 

And drop alternate tears. 

he vigorous monarch of the day 
ow mounting half his morning way 

Shone with a fainter bright ; 
dll fickening, ^d decaying (till, 
>iinly he wander'd up the hill. 

With his expiring light. 

1 dark eclipfe his chariot roll'd, 
'he queen of night obfcur'd his gold 

Behind her fable wheels ; 
ature grew fad to lofe the day, 
lie flowery vales in mourning lay. 

In mourning flood the hills. 

ch are our forrows, Clark, I cry'd, 
ouds of the brain grow l^lack, and hide 

Our darkened fouls behind ; 
the young morning of our years 
ilempering fogs have climb 'd the fpheres. 

And choke the labouring mind. 
Vol. LVI. G To, 



^ WATTS'8 POEMS. 

Lo, the gay planet rears his head» 
And overlooks the lofty (hade. 

New-brightening all the fkies : 
But fay, dear partner of my moan^ 
When will our long edipfe be gone. 

Or when oar funs arife ? 

In vain are potent herbs apply'd. 
Harmonious founds in vain have try'd 

To make the darlqiefs fly : 
But drugs would raife the dead as fooD» 
Or clattering brafs relieve the moon. 

When fainting in the fty. 

Some friendly fpirit from above. 
Born of the light, and nuril with love, 

Aflift our feebler fires : 
Force thefe invading glooms away ; 
Souls fhould be feen quite through their day^ 

Bright as your heavenly choirs. 

But if the fogs muft damp the flame. 
Gently, kind death, ^flblve our frame. 

Release the prifoner-mind : 
Our fouls fliall mount, at thy difcharge. 
To their bright fource, and ftiine at large 

Nor clonded, nor confin'd. 



Th 
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The Afflictions ofa Frijsnd. 

1702. 

'^rO W let my cares alji bjW7'4 K?> . " 

^^ My griefs for ever dumb : 
Your forrowi fiy^lj my fceart £0 high. 
They leave my own no Toom. 

Sicknefs and pains are quite forgot. 

The fpleen itfelf is gone ; 
Pl^ng'4 in your .woes I fe^l tlieap i\Qty 

Or feel them all in one. 

Infinite giief ^$ Senile to fligbt. 

And all the foul inv.^es : 
So the broad gloom pf fpreading lught 

Devours the evemng fcades. 

Thus am I bom to be unble&l 

This fympathy of woe 
Drives my own tyrants from my breaA 

T'admit a foreign foe. 

Sorrows in long iucceffion rdgn ; 

Their iron rod I feel : 
Friendfhip has only jchang'd the chsun. 
But Pm the prifoner dill. 

Why was this life for nrifery made ? 

Or why drawn out fo Jong ? 
Is there no room amongfl the dead^ 

Or is a wretch too yoimg ? 

G 2 \Hw^ 
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Move failer on, great nature's wheel. 

Be kind, ye rolling powers, 
Harl my days headlong down the hill 

With undiltinguiih'd hours. 

Be duiky, all my riling funs. 

Nor fmile upon a (lave : 
Darknefs, and death, make hafle at once 

To hide me in the grave. 



The Reverse: Or, The Comforts of a Friend. 

ri^HU S nature tun'd her mournful tongue, 
**" Till grace lift up her head. 
Reversed the forrow and the fong. 
And, finiling, thus fhe faid : 

Were kindred fpirits bom for cares I 

Muft every grief be mine? 
Is there a fympathy in tears. 

Yet joys refufe to join ? 

Forbid it, heaven, and raife my love. 
And make our joys tlie fame ; 
, So blifs and friendfhip join'd above 
Mix an immortal flame. 

Sorrows are loft in vaft delight 

That brightens all the foul. 
As deluges of dawning light 

Overwhelm the dufky pole. 

Pleafuxes 
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Pleafures m long fucceflion reign. 

And all my powers employ 2 
Priendfhip but ihifts the pleaTmg fcene« 

And frclh repeats the joy. 

Life has a foft and iilver thread. 

Nor is it drawn too long; 
Yet, when my vafter hopes perfuade, 

I'm willing to be gone. 

Pafl as ye pleafe roll down the hill. 

And hafte away, my years ; 
Or I can wait my father's will. 

And dwell beneath the fpheres. 

Rife glorious, every future fun, ^ 

Gild all my following days. 
But make the laft dear moment known 

By well-diftinguifh'd rays. 



To the Right Honourable John Lord C u t t s. 

At the Siege of Namur* 

The Hardy Soldier. 

" /^ WH Y is man fo thoughtlefs grown ? 
Vy i€ ^ijy guilty fouls in hafte to die ? 
'* Venturmg the leap to worlds unknown, 
»* Heedlefs to arms and blood they fly. 

G 3 "Arc 



*' Are lives but worth a foldier*s pky t 
*' Why will ye join fuch wide eirtrttfei, 
*' And flake immortal fonls, in pliy 
*' At defperate chance, and blood Jr games ? 

** Valour's a nobler turn of thought, 
" Whofe pardon'd guilt forbids hft* feafs : 
" Calmly ftie meets tlic deadly fiiot I 
" Secure of life above the ftars. 

*' But frenzy dares eferhal fatc^ 

" And, fpurr'd with honour's airy dreams^ 

•' Flies to attack th' infernal gate, 

*' And force a paflagt to the flatties." 

Thus hovering o'er Namuria's plains* 
Sung heavenly love in Gabriel's form : 
Young Thrafo left the mbving ftrainsi 
And vow'd to pray before the florm. 

Anon the thundering trumpet calls; 
Vows are but wind, the hero cries ; 
Then fwears by heaven, and fcales the walls, 
DfoJ)s ifl the ctitch, defpairs, and dies. 

Burning feveral Poems of Ovid, Martial, 
Oldham, Dryden, &c. 

1 708. 
T J UD G£ the Mufe of lewd defire ; 

Her fons to darknefs, and her wolrks to fire. 
In vain the flatteries of their wit 
Now with a meltirtg ftrdn, now with an heavenly Higlit, 

Would 
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Would tempt my virtue to approve 
Thofe gaudy tinders of a lawlefs love. 

So harlots drefs : They can appear 
Sweet, modefl, cool, divinely fair. 
To charm a Cato's eye ; but all within. 
Stench, impudence, and fire, and ugly raging fin. 

Die, Flora, die in endlefs fhame. 

Thou profHtute of blackeft fame, 

Stript of thy falfe array. 

Ovid, and all ye wilder pens 

Of modem luft, who gild our fcenes, 
I^oifon the Britifli ftage, and paint damnation gay, 

Attend your miflrefs to the dead ; 
When Flora dies, her imps fhould wait upon her fhade. 

Strephon*, of noble blood and mind, 
(For ever fhine his name !) 

As death approach'd, his foul refin'd. 
And gave his loofer fonnets to the flame. 

** Burn, burn, he cry'd with facred rage, 

** Hell is the due of every page, 
•' Hell be the fate. (But O indulgent heaven ! 
*• So vile the Mufe, and yet the man forgiven !) 
*• Bum on my fongs : For not the filver Thames 

" Nor Tyber with his yellow ftreams 
«' In endlefs currents rolling to the main, 
^' Can e'er dilute the poifon, or t^afl;i out the fbun.'* 

• Earl of Rocheftcr, 

P+ So 
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So Mofes by divine command 
Forbid the leprous houfe to ftand 
When deep the fatal fpot was grown. 
** £reak down the timber, and ^dij up the ftone.'* 



To Mrs. B. B E N D I S H. 
AGAINST TEARS. 

1699. 

A ^ ADAM, perfuade me tears are good 
'^^'*' To wafh our mortal cares away ; 
TJiefe eyes fhall weep a fudden flood. 
And ftream into a briny fea. 

Or if thefe orbs are hard and dry, 
(Thefe orbs that never ufe to rain) 
Some ftar dired me where to buy 
One fovereign drop for all my pain^ 

Were both the golden Indies mine, 
I*d give both Indies for a tear ; 
I'd barter all but what's divine : 
Nor ihall I. think the bargain dear. 

But tears, alas ! are trifling things. 
They rather feed than heal our woe ; 
From trickling eyes new forrow fprings. 
As weeds m rainy feafons grow, 

Th 
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Thus weeping urges weeping on ; 
In vain our miferies hope relief. 
For one drop caDs another down, 
Till wc are drown'd in feas of grief. 

Then let thefe ufelefs ftreams be (laid. 
Wear native courage on your face : 
Thefe vulgar things were never made 
For fouls of a fuperior race. 

If 'tis a rugged path you go, 

-And thoufand foes your fleps furround. 

Tread the thorns down, charge through the foe; 

The hardeil fight is higheil ciown'd, 

FEW HAPPy MATCHES. 

Aug. 1^0 1, 

SA Y mighty Love, and teach my fong. 
To whom thy fweeteft joys belong. 
And who the happy pairs 
Whofe yielding hearts, and joining handa^. 
Find bleilings twilled with their bands. 
To foften all their cares. 

' Not the wild herd of nymphs and fwaina 
That thoughtlefs fly into thy chains. 

As cuflom leads the way : 
If there be blifs without defign* 
Ivies and oaks may grow and twine. 
And be as bleil as they. 

Noc 
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Not fordid fouls of earthy mould 
Who drawn by kindred charms of gold 

To doll embraces move : 
' So two rich mountains of Pern 
May rufh to wealthy marriage too> 

And make a world of love. 

Not the mad tribe that hell inipires 
With wanton flames ; thofe raging fires 

The purer blifs deftroy : 
On iEtna's top let Furies wed. 
And iheets of lightning drefs the bed 

T* improve the bunung joy. 

Nor the dull pairs whofe marble forms 
None of the melung paffions warms. 

Can mingle hearts and hands : 
Logs of green wood that quench the coals 
Are marryM juft like Stoic fouls. 

With ofiers for their bands. 

Not minds of melancholy ftrain. 
Still filent, or that Hill complain. 

Can the dear bondage blefs : 
As well may heavenly concerts fpring 
jFrom two old lutes with ne'er a firing. 

Or none befides the bafs. 

Nor can the foft enchantments hold 
Two jarring fouls of angry n?oald, 
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The rugged and the kseh : 
amfon's young £ot6s might as wdll 
D bonds of chearfal Wedlock dwell. 

With firebrands ty'd between. 

kr let the cruel fetters bind 
i gentle to a favage mitid ; 

For Love abhors the fight : 
•oofe the fierce tiger from the deer, 
or native rage and native fear 

Rife and forbid delight. 

'wo kindeft fouls alone muil meet, 

Tis friendfhip makes the bondage fweet. 

And feeds their mutual loves : 
right Venus on her rolling throne 
i drawn by gentleft birds alone. 

And Cupids yoke the doves. 

To DAVID POLHII^L, Es^^ 
An epistle. 

Dec. 17b?, 
E T ufelefs fouls to woods retreat ; 
-^ Polhill (hould leave a country feat 
lien virtue bids him dare be great. 

or Kent*, nor Suffex^j fliould have charms^ 
hile liberty, with loud alarms, 
ills you to counfels and to arms. 

* iiii country -fea: and dwelling* 

Lewis^ 
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Lewis, by fawning flaves ador'dy 
Bids you receive a * bafe-born lord ; 
Awake your cares ! awake your fword ! 

Fadtions amongft the f Britons ziie. 
And warring tongues, and wild funniie. 
And burning zeal without her eyes. 

A vote decides the blind debate ; 
Refolv'dy " 'tis of diviner weight, 
•• To fave the fteeplc, than the ftate." 

The bold { machine is fbrm'd and join'd 
To ffa-etch the confcience, and to bind 
The native freedom of the mind. 

Your grandiire (hades with jealous eye 
Frown down to fee their offsprbg lie 
Carelefs, and let their country die. 

If II Trevia fear to let you ftand 
Againft the Gaul with fpear in hand. 
At leafl § Petition for the land. 

* The Pretender, proclaim^ King in France. 

•(- The parliament. 

X The bill againft occafional conformity, 1702. 

H Mrs. Polhill of the family of Lord Trevor. 

^ Mr. Polhill was one of thofe five zealous gentlemen who pfe« 
fented the famous Kentifh petition to the parliament, in the leign 
of King William, to haAen their fupplies in order to fuppoit the 
King in his war with France* 



The 
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The celebrated Vidory of the Poles over Osman the 
Turkish Emperor in the Dadan Battle. 

Tranflated from Cafimire, B. IV. Od. 4. with large 
Additions. 

/^ A DOR the old, the wealthy, and the flrong, 
^^ Chearful in years (nor of the heroic Mufe 
Unknowing, nor unknown) held fair pofTeflions 
Where flows the fruitful Danube : Seventy fprings 
Smil'd on his feed, and feventy harveft-moons 
FilPd his wide granaries with autumnal joy : 
Still he refum'd the toil : and fame reports. 
While he broke up new ground, and tir'd his plough 
In grafiy fiurows, the torn earth difclos'd 
Helmets, and (words (bright furniture of war 
Sleeping in ruft) and heaps of mighty bones« 
The fun defcending to the weftern deep 
Bid him lie down and reft ; he loos*d the yoke. 
Yet held his wearied oxen from their food 
With charming numbers, and uncommon fong. 
Go, fellow-labourers, you may rove fecure. 
Or feed befide me ; talle the greens and boughs 
That you have long forgot; crop the fweet herb. 
And graze in (kfety, while the vidlor Pole 
Leans on his fpcar, and breathes ; yet ftill hii eye 

Jealoui- 
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Jealous and fierce. How large, old foldier, fay, 
How fair a harveft of the flaughter'd Turks 
Strew'd the Moldavian fields ? What mighty piles 
Of vaft deftruftion, and of Thracian dead. 
Fill aad amaze my eyes ? Brpad Inicklprs lie 
(A vain defence) fpread o'er the pathlefs hills. 
And coats of fcaly fleel, and hard haberge6n^ 
Deep-bruis'd and empty of Mahometan limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for when a boy, 
I was their captive, and remind their drefs :) 
Here the Polonians dreadful march'd along 
In augud port, and regular array. 
Led on to conqueft : Her£ the Torkiik chief 
Prefumptuous trod, and in rude order rang'd 
His long battalions, while his popubus towns 
Pour'd out frefh troops perpetual, dreft in arms. 
Horrent in mail, and gay in fpangled pride. 

O the dire image of the bloody fight 
Thefe eyes have feen, when the capacious pl^n 
Was throng'd with Dacian fpears ; w)ien poli(h'd heto 
And convex gold blaz'd thick againft the fun 
Reftoring all his beams ! but frowning War 
All gloomy, like a gathered temped, Hood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its fall. 

The ftorm of mifiiye fteel delay'd a while 
By wife command ; fledg'd arrows <m the nerve; 
And fcymiter and fabre bore the fheath 
Reludant ; till the hollow brazen clouds 
Had bellowM from each quarter of the jfidd 

Lo 
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oud thunder, aod difgorg^d their fulphurous fire. 

hen banners wav'd, and arms were mix'd with arms j 

hen javelins anfwer'd javelins as they fled, 

or both fled hifling death : With adverfe edge 

he crooked faolchions met ; and hideoas noife 

rom claftiing ihields, through the long ranks of war^ 

lang'd horrible. A thonfand iron florms 

oar diverfe : and in harfli confiiiion drown 

he trumpet's filvcr found. O rude effort 

f harmony ! not all the frozen (lores 

f the cold North, when pourM in rattling hail, 

lih with fnch madnefs the Norwegian plains, 

r fo torment the car. Scarce founds fo far 

le direful fragor, when fomc fouthern blaft 

;ars from the Alps a ridge of knotty oaks 

eep &ng'd, and andent tenants of the rock: 

lie mafly fragment, many a rood in length, 

ith hideous crafh, rolls down the rugged cliff 

rflfUefs, plunging in the fubjeft lake 

)mo, or Lug^e ; th' afilidled waters roar, 

id various thunder all the valley fills, 

ch was the noife of war : the troubled air 

)mplains aloud, and propagates the din 

3 neighbouring regions ; rocks and lofty hills 

rat the impetuous echoes round the fky. 

Uproar, revenge, and rage, and hate, appear 
all their murderous forms ; and flame and blood 

nd fweat and dull array the broad campaign 
horror : hafly feet, an4 iparkling eyes, 

Andl 
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And all the favage paffions of the foul. 

Engage in the warm buiinefs of the day. 

Here mingling hands, but with no friendly gripe. 

Join in the fight ; and breads in clofe embrace 

But mortal as the iron arms of death. 

Here words auflere, of perilous command. 

And valour fwift t* obey ; bold feats of arms 

Dreadful to fee, and glorious to relate. 

Shine through the field with more furpniing brightneis 

Than glittering helms or fpears. What loud applaufe 

(Befl meed of warlike toil) what manly (houts. 

And yells unmanly through the battle ring I 

And fudden wrath dies into endlefs fame. 

Long did the fate of war hang dubious. Here 
Stood the more numerous Turk, the valiant Pole 
Fought here ; more dreadful, though with leiTer wings. 

But what the Dahets or the coward foul 
Of a Cydonian, what tlie fearful crowds 
Of bafe Cilicians 'fcaping from the flaughter. 
Of Parthian beafts, with all their racing riders. 
What could they mean againfl th* intrepid breail 
Of the purfuing foe ? Th' impetuous Poles 
Rufh here, and here the Lithuanian horfe 
Drive down upon them like a double bolt 
Of kindled thunder raging through the fky 
On founding wheels ; or as fome mighty flood 
Rolls his two torrents down a dreadful fleep 
Precipitant, and bears along the flream 

Rocks, 
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Rocks, woods, and trees^ with all the grazing herd. 
And tumbles lofty forefts headlong to the plain. 

The bold Bonaflian fmoldng from afar 
Moves like a temped in a dufky cloud. 
And imitates th* artillery of heaven. 
The lightning and the roar. Amazing fcene I 
What fhowers of mortal hail, wliat flaky fires 
Suril from the darknefs ! while their cohorts £nti 
Met the like thunder, and an equal ih>rm. 
From hoftile troops, but with a braver mind. 
Undaunted bofoms tempt the edge of war, . 
And rufh on the fharp point ; while baleful mifchiefs. 
Deaths, and bright dangers flew acrofs the field 
Thick and continual, and a thoufand fouls 
Fled murmuring through their wounds. I flood aloof. 
For 'twas unfafe to come withm the wind 
Of Ruffian banners, when with whizzing {bund> 
Eager of glory, and profufe of life. 
They bore down fearlefs on the charging foes. 
And drove them backward. Then the Turldfh moons 
Wandcr'd m difarray. A dark eclipfe 
Hung on the filver crefcent, boding night. 
Long night, to all her fons : at length difrob'd 
The flandards fell : the barbarous enfigns torn 
Fled with the wind, the fport of angry heaven : 
And a large cloud of infantry and horfe 
Scattering in wild diforder, fpread the plain. 

Not noife, nor number, nor the brawny limb. 
Nor high-built fize prevails : *Tis courage fights. 
Vol. LVI. H Tb 
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•Tis courage conquers. So whole fbrefts fidl 
(A fpacious ruin) by one fmgle axe. 
And fteel well-(harpned : fo a generous pair 
Of young-wing'd eaglets fright a thoufand doves. 

Vaft was the flaughter, and the flowery green 
Drank deep of flowing cnmfon. Veteran bands 
Here made their laft campaign. Here haughty chiefs ' 
Stretch'd on the bed of purple honour lie 
Supine, nor dream of battle's hard event, 
Opprefs'd with iron flumbers, and long night. 
Their ghofts indignant to tlie nether world 
Fled, but attended well : for at their fide 
Some fMthful Janizaries ftrcw'd the field, 
Fall'n in jufl ranks or wedges, lunes or fquares. 
Firm as they flood ; to the Warfovian troops, 
A nobler toil, and triumph worth their fight. 
But the broad fabre and keen poll-axe flew 
With fpeedy terror through the feebler herd. 
And made rude havock and irregular fpoil 
Amongfl the vulgar bands that own'd the name 
Of Mahomet. The wild Arabians fled 
In fwift aflfright a thoufand different ways [mountains 
Through brakes and thorns, and climb'd the craggy 
Bellowing ; yet hafty fate overtook the cry. 
And Poliih hunters clave the timorous deer. 

Thus the dire profpedl diftant fiU'd my foul 
With awe ; till the laft rclicks of the war. 
The thin Edonians, flying had difdos'd 
The ghaiUy plain : I took a nearer view, 

Uafeexnly 
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Unfeemly to the fight, nor to the fmeU 
Grateful, What loads of mangled flefh and limbt 
(A difoial carnage 1) bath'd in reeking gore 
Lay weltering on the ground ; while flitting life 
Convnls'd the nerves ftiU (hivering, nor had loft 
All tafte of pain ! Here an old Thradan Hes, 
Deforna'd with years and fears, and groans aloud 
Torn with frefh wounds ; but inward vitals firm 
Forbid the foul's remove, and chain it down 
By the hard laws of nature, to fuftain 
Long torment : his wild eye-balls roll : his teeth, 
Gnalhing with anguifti, chide his lingering fate* 
Emblazon'd armour fpoke his high command 
Amongft the neighbouring dead; they round their lord 
Lay proftrate ; fome in flight ignobly ilain. 
Some to the fldes their faces upwards turn'd 
Soil brave, and proud to die fo near their prince, 

I mov'd not far, and lo, at manly length 
Two beauteous youths of richeft Ott'man blood 
Extended on the field : in friendfhip join*d. 
Nor fate divides them : hardy warriors both ; 
Both faithful ; drown'd in (bowers of darts they fell. 
Each with his fhield fpread o'er his lover's heart. 
In vain : for on thofe orbs of friendly brafs 
Stood groves of javelins ; fome, alas, too deep 
Were planted there, and through their lovely bofoms 
Made pdnful avenues for cruel death. 

my dear native land, forgive the tear 

1 dropt on their wan cheeks, when ftrong CQmpailion 

H 2 Forc'd 
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Forc'd from my melting eyes the briny dew. 
And paid a facnfice to hoftile virtue. 
Dacia^ forgive the fight that wifh'd the fouls 
Of thofe fair infidels fome humble place 
Among the bleft. " Sleep, fleep, ye haplefs paifi 
" Gently, I cry'd, worthy of better fate, 
'* And better faith." Hard by the General lay. 
Of Saracen defcent, a grimly form 
Breathlefs, yet pride fat pale upon hb front 
In difappointment, with a furly brow 
Louring in death, and vext ; his rigid jaws 
Foaming with blood bite hard the PoUlh fpear: 
In that dead vifage my remembrance reads 
Rafli Caraccas i In vain the boafting flave 
Promised and footh'd the fultan threatemng fierce 
With royal fuppers and triumphant fare 
Spread wide beneath Warfovian filk and gold; 
See on the naked ground all cold he lies 
Beneath the damp wide covering of the air 
Forgetful of his word. How heaven confounds 
Infulting hopes ! with what an awful fmile 
Laughs at the proud, that loofen all the reins 
To their unbounded wiflies, and leads on 
Their blind ambition to a (hameful end ! 

But whither am I borne ? This thought of arms 
Fires me In vain to fmg to fenfelefs bulls 
Wliat generous horfe (hould hear. Break off, my fong; 
My barbarous Mufe, be ftill : Immortal deeds 
Mull not be thus profaned in rufHc verfe : 
The martial trumpet, and die following age. 
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nd growing fame, (hall loud rehearfe the fight 
i.foands of glory. Lo, the evening-ftar 
lines o'er the weftern hill ; my oxen, come, 
be well-known flar invites the labourer home. 



To Mr. henry BENDYSH. 

Aug. 24, 1705. 

Dear Sir, 

nHE following fong was yours when firft com- 
^ pofed : The Mufe then defcribed the general fate 
mankind, that is, to be ill matched; and now ihe 
oices that you have efcaped the common mifchief, 
i that your foul has found its own mate. Let this ode 
:n congratulate you both. Grow mutually in more 
upleat likcnefs and love : Perfevere, and be happy. 
I perfuade myfelf you will accept from the prefs what 
; pen more privately infcribed to )^u long ago ; and 
im in no pain left you ihould take oiFence at the fabu- 
is drek of this poem : Nor would weaker minds be 
mdalized at it, if they would give themfelves leave 
refled how many .divine truths are fpoken by the ho- 
writers in vifions and im^iges, parables and dreams : 
ar are my wifer friends afhamed to defend it, fince 
5 narrative is grave arid the moral fo juft and obvious. 



Ui ^^% 
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The INDIAN PHILOSOPHER. 

Sept. 3. 1701. 

T XT' H Y fhould our joys transform to pain ? 
^ ^ Why gentle Hymen's filken qhain 

A plague of iron prove ? 
Bendy (h, 'tis ilrange the charm that binds 
Millions of hands> fhould leave their mmds 

At fuch a loofe from love. 

In vain I fought ihe vvonderous caufe, 
Rang'd the wide fields of nature's laws. 

And urg'd the fqhools in vain ; 
Then deep in thought, within my br^aft 
My foul retir'd, and flumber drefs*d 

A bright inftruftive fcpene. 

O'er the broad lands, and crofs the tide* 
On fancy's airy horfe I ride, 

(Sweet rapture of my mind \) 
Till on the banM of Ganges floodj, 
In a tall ancient grove I iloodi 

For facred ufe defign'd. 

Hard by, a venerable prieft, 

Rifen with his God, the Sun, from reft. 

Awoke his morning fong ; 
Thrice he conjur'd the murmuring Hream; 
l^he birth of fouls was all his theme. 



And half-divij:c his tongue. 
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He fang th' eternal rolling fkme. 
The vital msSs, that ftill the fame 
" Does all our minds compofe : 
fiut fhap'd in twice ten thoufand frames ; 
Thence differing fouls of differing names, 
" And jarring tempers rofe. 

The mighty power that form'd the mind 
One mould for every two defign'd, 
" And blefs'd the new-born pair : 
This be a match for this : (he faid) 
Then down he fent the fouls he made, 
'* To feck ihem bodies here : 

But parting from their warm abode 
They loft their fellows on the road, 
" And never joined their hands : 
Ah cruel chance, and crofling fates ! 
Our Eaftern fouls have dropt their mates 
*' On Europe's barbarous lands. 

Happy the youth that finds the bride 
Whofe birth is to his own ally'd, 
•« The fweeteft joy of life : 
But oh the crowds of wretched ibuls 
FetterM to minds of different moulds, 
" And chain'd t* eternal ftrife I" 

hus fang the wondrous Indian bard ; 
y foul with vaft attention heard, 

H,4 " WW 
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While Ganges ceas'd to flow : 
" Sure then (1 cry'd) might 1 but fee 
*' That gentle nyro;^ that t^n'd with me, 

" I may he happy too. 

" Some ccnirteoas angel, tell me where, 
'* What diftant lands this unknown fair, 

" Or diftant feas detain ? 
" Swift as the wheel of nature rolls 
" I'd fly, to meet, and mingle foub, 

** And wear the joyful qhain." 

The happy MAN. 

QERENE as light, 15 Myron'i foul, 

^ And adive as the fun, yet fleady as the pole : 

In manly beauty fhines his face ; 
Every Mufe, and every Grace, 

Makes his heart and tongue their feat. 
His heart profufely good, his tongue divinely fwect 

Myron, the wonder of our eyes. 

Behold his manhood fcarce begun ! 

Behold the race of virtue run ! 

Behold the goal of glory won ! 
Nor Fame denies the merit, nor with-holds the pme; 
Her fllver trumpets his renown proclaim : 

The lands where learning never flew, 

Which neither Rome nor Athens knew. 

Surly Japan and rich Pern, 
In barbarous fongs, pronounce the Britifli heroes name* 

«' Airy 
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" Airy bUfs (the hero cry'd) 
" May feed the tympany of pride ; 
** But healthy fouls were never found 
** To live on exnptinefs and found." 

Lo, at his honourable feet 
Fame*s bright attendant. Wealth, appears; 
She comes to pay obedience meet. 
Providing joys for future" years ; 
Bleflings with lavifli hand (he pours 
Gathered from the Indian coaft ; 
ot Danae's lap could equal treafures boad. 
When Jove came down in golden (howers. 

He look'd and turn*d his eyes away. 
With high difdain I heard him fay, 
** Blifs is not made of glittering clay." 

Now Pomp and Grandeur court his head 
With fcutcheons, arms, and enfigns fpread 2 

Gay magni£cence and ilate« 
^ Guards, and chariots* at his gate» 
iTid flaves in endlefs order round his table wait : 
They learn the didlates of his eyts. 
And now they fall, and now they rifea 
Watch ^very motion of their lord, 
[ang on his lips with moll impatient zeal, 
^th fwift ambition feize th' unfinilh'd word. 
And the command fiilfil. 
TirM with the train that Grandeur brings. 
He dropt a tear, and pity'd kings, 

Ticn^ 
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Then, flying from the nwfy throng* 
Seeks the diveriion of a fong, 

Mu/ic defcendmg on a iilent cloudy 

Tun'd all her firings with endlefs art j 
By flow degrees from foft to loud 
Changing flie rofe : The harp and flute 

Harmonious join, the hero to falute* 
And make a captive of his heart. 

Fruits, and rich Wine, and fqene^ of lawlefs Love 
Each with utmofl luxury i^rove 
To treat their favourite beft ; 
But founding firings, and fruits, and wine« 
And lawlefs love, in vain combine 

To make his virtue flecp, or lull his foul to reft. 

He faw the tedious round, and, with a figha 

Pronounc'd the world but vanity. 

"In crowds of pleafure fHll 1 find 

f A painful folitude of mind. 
f* A vacancy within which fenfe can ne'er fupply. 

*' Hence, and be gone, yc flattering fnarc^ 

*' Ye vulgar charn^s of eyes and ears, 

*' Ye unperforming promifers ! 

" Be all my bafer paflions dead, 

*' And bafe dcfires, by nature piade 
*' For animals and boys : 

*' Mjyi has a relifli more refin'd, 

^< Souls are for focial blifs deflgn'd, 
{' Give me a blefling fit to match my mind, 
i^ A kindred-foul to doubly and to fhare ipy joy^.'* 
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Myrrha appeared : " Serene her foul 
And adive as the fun, yet fteady as the pole : 
" In fofter beauties Ihone her face ; 
*■' Every Mufe, and every Grace. 
*' Made her heart and tongue their feat. 
Her he^ prpfufely good, her tongue divinely fivect : 
" Myrrha the wonder of his eyes ;" 
{lis heart recoil'd with fvveet farprifc. 

With joys unknown before : 
His foul diiTolv'd in pleafing pain, . 
Flow'd to his eyes, and look'd again. 

And could endure no more. 
'^ Enough ! (th' impatient hero cries) 

" And feiz'd her to his breaft, 
*^ I feek no more below the flcies, 

^* I give my flaves ^he reft,'* 



To DAVID POLHILL, Es<^ 

n Anfwer to an infamous 5atyr, called, *^ Advice 
TO A Painter;*' written by a namelefs Authorjj 
againft I^ig Williaqi III| of Glorious Meiporyi^ 
1698- 

Sir, 

XT' HEN yoa put this fatyr into my hand, yw^ 
' ^ gave me the occafion of employing my pen to^ 
iwej" fp deteltabie a writing j. which might be done 

|nuch 
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much more effeftually by your known zeal for the i 
tereft x)f his majcfty, your counfels and your coura 
employed in ^c defence of your king and connti 
And fince you provoked me to write, you will aca 
of thofe eiForts of my loyalty to the heft of kings, a 
•dreiTed to one of the moft zealous of his fubjeds, by 

Si r. 
Your moft obedient fervant. 



PART I. 

AND mud the hero, that redeem'd our land, 
Here in the front of vice and fcanJal Hand ? 
The man of wondrous foul, that fcorn'd his eafc. 
Tempting the winters, and the faithlefs Teas, 
And paid an annual tribute of his life 
To guard his England from the Irifh knife. 
And crulh tjic French dragoon ? Muil William's nan 
That brighteft ftar that gilds the wingo of fame, 
William the brave, the pious, and ihe juft. 
Adorn thefe gloomy fcenes of tyranny and lufl ? 

Polhill, my blood boils high, my fpirits flame ; 
Can your zeal flee^ J Or are your paffions tame ? 
Nor call revenge and d^knefs on the Poet's name? 
Why fmoke the ikies not ? Why no thunders roll ? 
•l^ar kindling lightnings blaft lus guilty fpul ? 



( 
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wretch ! to ftab a monarch's fame, 
is fubjedb with a rebel-flame ; 
e painter to his black deiigns, 
)ur guardian's face in hellifh lines : 
teware I the monarch can be fhown 
(hape but angels, or his own, 
»r William, on the Britiih throne. 

Id my thought but grafp the vaft defign, 

s with inHnite ideas join, 

\pelles, from l^s iron ileep, 

im trace the warrior o'er the deep : 

I, Apelles, o'er the Belgian plain 

)vv he climbs the mountains of the ilain, 

juft vengeance through the red campaign. 
I the canvas with a flying ftroke, 
(oil in clouds of fire and fmoke, 

*Twas thus the conqueror through the 
ladrons broke. 

again emerging from the cloud, 
his troops ; there like a rock he flood 
•y's fingle barrier in a fea of blood* 

leaves the pleafures of a throne, 
I aria weeping ; whilll alone 
the fate of nations, and provokes his own 
n fecuren its champion ; o'er the field 
iring angels ; though tlicy fly conceal' 
cepts a death, and wears it on his fhield. 

loble pencil, lead him to our ifle, 
f the ficics with joyful luftre fmile. 

Then 
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Then imiute the glory ; on the ilrand 
Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 
Wa(h oW the b!ood> and take a peacefiil teint> 
All red the warrior, white the ruler paint; 
Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. 
Throne him on high upon a (hining feat, 
Luft and prophancneA dying at his feet. 
While round his head the laurel and the olive meet. 
The crowns of war and peace ; and may thsy blow 
With flowery blefiings ever on his brow. 
At hb right hand pile up the Engliih laws 
In facred volumes ; thence the monarch draws 

His wife and jafl commands ■ ■ 

Bi(e^ ye old fages of the Britiih ifle. 

On the fair tablet caft a reverend fmile. 

And blefs the piece ;^ thcfe ftatutes are your own» 

That fway the cottage, and direct the throne ; 

People and prince are one in William's name. 

Their joys, their dangers, and their laws the (aine. 

Let liberty, and right, with plumes di^ilay*d. 
Clap their glad wings around their guardian's head. 
Religion o'er the rell herftarry pinions fpread. 
Keligion guards him ; round th' imperial queen 
Place waiting virtues, each of heavenly mcin ; 
Learn their bright air> and paint it from his eyes ; 
The juft, the bold, the temperate and the wife 
Dwell in his looks ; majedic, but ferene ; 
Sweet, unth no fondncfs ; chcarful, but not vain : 
Bright, uichottt terror ; great, without difdain. 



Hlf 
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IS foul infpires as what his lips command, 

od {jpreads his brave example through the land :' 

ot fo the former reigns ;■ ■■■ ■ 

md down his earth to each affli^ed cry, 

et beams of grace dart gently from his eye ; 

at the bright treafures of his facred breaH 

re too divine, too vaft to be expreft : 

olours muft fail where words and numbers faint, 

nd leave the hero's heart for thought alone to paint. 



PART II. 

kJOW, Mufe, purfue the fatyrift again, 
^ Wipe off the blots of his invenom'd pen ; 
irk, how he bids the fervile planter draw, 

monilrous ihapes, the patrons of our law ; 
; one flight daih he.canceb every name 
om the white rolls of honefty and fanie ; 
lis fcribbling wretch marks all he meets for knave, 
oots fudden bolts promifcuous at the bafe and brave, 
id with unpardonable malice fheds 
ifbn and fpite on undiilinguifh'd heads, 
inter, forbear ; or if thy bolder hand 
ires to attempt the villains of the land, 
aw firft this poet, like fome baleful ftar, 
ith filent influence ihedding civil war ; 

failious trumpeter, whofe magic found 
Us off the fubje(fls to the holHlc ground, 
kd fcattcrs hellifh feuds the nation round. 



1 
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Thefe are the imps of hell« that curfed tribe 

That firfl create the plague^ and then the pain deCcnbt 

Draw next above, the great ones of our ifle. 
Still from the good diftinguiihing the vile ; 
Seat them in pomp, in grandeur, and command* 
Peeling the fubic6ls with a greedy hand : 
Paint forth the knaves that have the nation fold. 
And tinge their greedy looks with fordid gold* 
Mark what a felfilh fadlion undermines 
The pious monarch'^ generous defigns. 
Spoil their own native land as vipers do. 
Vipers that tear their mother's bowels through. 
Let great NafTau, beneath a careful crown. 
Mournful in majefty, look gently down. 
Mingling foft pity with an awful frown : 
He grieves to fee how long in vain he ftrovc 
To make us bleft, how vain his labours prove 
To favc the ilubborn land he condefcends to love. 



I 
I 



To the D I s c N T E N T E n and U n qjj i b t. 
Imitated partly from Cafimire, B. IV. Od. 15. 

X rAPvI A, there's nothing here that's free 

^ From wearifome anxiety : 
And the whole round of mortal joys 
With fhort poffeflion tires and cloys : 
•Tis a dull circle that we tread,* 
Jail from the window to the bed. 

We 
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We rife to fee .and to be feen. 
Gaze on the world zwbjle, and then .. 
We yawn, and ftretch to fleep again. 

But Fancy, that, uneafy gaeft. 

Still holds a k>nging in our breafl : 

She finds or frames vexations BJUl. 

Herfelf the greateft plague we feeli 

We take ib-ange pleafure in our pain. 

And make a mountain of a grain. 

Aflame the load, and pant and fweat 

Beneath th' imaginary weight. 

With our dear felvcs we live at ftrife. 

While the moft conftant fcenes of life 

From peevifh humours are not free ; . i 

Still we affedl variety: - V^ 

Rather than pafs an eafy day, . . 

We fret and chide the hours away> / ^ 

Grow weary of this circling fun, ^ . 

And vex that he Ihould ^ver run 

rhe fame old tra^k ; and M, and (till 

kife red belund yon eaibm hill, . . . j 

And chide the moon that darts her light ^ 

Through the fame cafement every night. 

We fhift our chambers, and our homes» 
To dwell where trouble never comes ; 
Jylvia has left tie city crowd, - / 

Againft the court exclaims aloud, 
Plies to the woods; a hermitfa|nt ! ■. , 

She loaths her patches, pins, and painty 

Vol. LVI. .1 ifcar 



114 WATTS^s POEMS. 

pear diamonds from ker neck are torn : 
Bat Humour^ that eternal thoni» 
Sticks in her heart : She is horry'd ^ail, 
'Twixt her wild paffions and her will : 
Haunted and hagg'd where-c'er (h$ roves. 
By purling flreams, and fifent groves. 
Or with her furies, or her loves. 

Then our own native land we hate. 
Too cold, too windy, or too wet; 
Change the thick climate, and rqpair 
To France or Italy lor air; 
In vsun we change, in vain we^y; 
Go, Sylvia, mount the whiiiing %y. 
Or ride? upon the feather'd wind 
In vun ; if thb difeafed mind 
CHngs faft, and ftiU iits doie behmd. 
Faithful difeafe, that aever £uis 
Attendance at her lady's fide. 
Over the defart or tbs tide. 
On rolling wheels, or flying Ailfl. 

Happy the ibol that virtue ihows 
To fix the place of her repofe, 
Needlefs to move ; for flie can dwelt 
In her old grandfiir's haM as welK 
Virtue that never loves to roam. 
But fweetly Udes herfelf at Home. 
And eafy on a native tlirone 
Of bunbte turf fits gently dowiu 
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Yet fliould tumultuous i^fms ftrifef 
And minjl^ ^tlj, ^d k^» »nd fkWf 
Should the wave; fwel}^ And m^ke l)er jjrpl] 
Acrofs the line, or near the Pol«^ 
Still (he's at peace ; for well (he knows 
To launch the fh-eam that iuty ikpyvs. 
And makes her home ^xfaare'er flie goes. 
Bear her, ye ieas, upon your biv»ft. 
Or wait her, winds, frpm Edft ip Wi9ft 
On the foft air ; ihe cannot fini 
A couch fo eafy a$ her 9iiind> 
Nor breathe a duante b«lf A» kind. 



To JOHN HAItTOPP, Esi^, 

(Afterwards Sir John U^^tq^^, j||i^.) 

Cafimire, loo)| I« Pde 4. Jmitated. 

*' Vive jucunda m^l^i^ fim^" 9^ 

j^y, 1700, 

T I V E, nay dear Hart^j^ Hy^ \^hjf 
-" Nor let the fun looj^ ^Qwn 9^ ^f 

** Inglorious here h? Ji|e?f" 
Shake off your eafe, and fend your name 
To immortality and fame. 

By every hour that files. 

Youth's a fi)ft fcene, JbfH trui( h/er npt : 
Her airy imnutes, fsi^X 9^ tbo^^t, 

1 2 Slide 
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.Slide off the flippery fphere ; 
Moons with their months make hafty roimds^ 
The fan has pafs'd his vernal boonds. 

And whirb about the year. 

Let folly drefs in green and red» 
And gird her wafte with flowing gold. 
Knit blufiung rofes round her head, 
Alas ! the gaudy colours ^e» 

The garment waxes old. 
Hartopp* mark the withering rofe* 
And the pale gold how dim it (hows ! 

Bright and lading blils below 

Is all romance and dream ; 
Only the joys celefHal flow 

In an^et^al flream; . . ^ . • 
The'pleaTures that the fmiling day 

Witfi large right hand beflowS* 
Falfely her left convey* away, , - 

And (huflles in our woes. 
So havd 1 feen ^ mother play, 
,. And cheat her filly child. 
She gave and took a toy away. 

The infant cry'd and finil'dl 

Airy chance, and iron fate. 
Hurry and vex our mortal,, flate, . . 
And all the race of ills create ; 
Now fiery joy, now fuUen gri^f. 
Commands the reins of human life. 
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The wheels impetuous roll ; 
The harneft hours and minutes fbiye. 
And days witl) ftretchin^ pinions driye- 

-down fiercely on the goal. / < . . 

Not half fo M the gal^y flijBs^ ^ 

O'er the Venetian Tea, 
When fails, and oars, and labouring, flaet. 

Contend to make her way. »r , 

Swift wings for all the Aying hours * . :; v .. * 

The God of time prepares, 
The reft lie (till yet in Adr neft - ' 

And grow for future years. •• 



To T H O M.A S G U i^S f Q N, ks^ 
HAPPYSOHf U D JB. 
Cafimire, Book IV. Ode li. imitatetd. ' 

** Quid me latentem," &c. 

I70«t 

TH E noify world complains of me 
That I fhould fhun their iight, and flee 
Vifits, and crowds, arid company ^' '" 
Gimfton, the lark dwells in het neft ^ ' 

Till (he afcend the flues ; 
And in my dofet I could reft 
Till to the heavens I rife. 

I 3 X^ 



Yet they will urge, " tlit frigate fl* 

•' Can never rtde Jrciti bldft, 

" And twenty dbdr^ JtJ-e ftill ^ fbift * 
" T'engage you for a ^eft.'* 
Friend, (hould the towers ofWnMot or Wytthatt 

Spread open their inviting gat^s 

To make mf ka^eHsmintht gay ; 

I would obey the royal oall^ 
But (hort ibouM be my ftAy^ 

Since a diviner fervice waita 
T'employ my hours at hatnt,, luA better fill thie <by. 

When I within myfelf retreat, 

I (hot my doors againfl the great ; 

My bufy eye-balls inward roll. 

And tk^ ii9itlli lirgd fuhVey t Art 

An the wide theatre of Me, 
And view the Vafiods fcenSs of my retirifig fbul} 
Tktre I walk o*or the mazes I have trod. 
While hope and Tear are in a joubtful l^{e« 

Whether thb Opera of life 
Be aSed well to gain the Plaudit of my God. 

There's a da)[ hafteningi (*tis aa awful day !) 
When the great Sovereign Khali at large review 

All that we tptak^ and all we do. 
The fever^ parts we ad on this wide ftage of day : 

The& he approves, and thofe he blames. 
And ciowiDs perhaps a porter, and a prince he damni. 



Otf 
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O if die jndge-fitm iu tremendous feat 
Shall not coadenm what I have dwac, 
1 (hall be happy though unknown^ 

Nor need the gazing rabble, nor the ihoudng ftreet. 

I hate the Glory^ friend, that iprings 
From vulgar breath, and empty found ; 
Fame mounts her upward with a Ikttering gab 

Upon her airy wings. 
Till Envy (hoots, atid 9ame recQves tkev/muyi: 
Then her flagging pii^d fail, 
Down glory falls, and flrikes the ground. 
And breaks h^r batter'd Smbs, 
Rather let me be quite concealed from Fame ; 
How happy I (hoold lie 
In fwect obfcurity. 
Nor the loud world pronounce my Utile name I 
Here I could live and die alone ; 
Or iffociety bediie 
To keep our tafle of pleafure new, 
Gunfton, I'd live and dk with you. 
For both oor fouls are one. 

Here we could fit and pafs the hour. 
And pity kingdomi, and tiieir kings. 
And fmile at all their fhining things. 
Their toys of flate, and images of power ; 
Virtue fhould dwell within our feat. 
Virtue alone could make it fweet. 
Nor is herfelf fecure, but in a cldft retfeau 

1 4 While 
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While ihe withdraws from public praife» 
Envy perhaps would ceafc to rail* 
Envy itfelf may innocently gaze 
- • At beauty in a vail : 
But if fhe once advance to light. 
Her charms are loft in Envy's fight. 
And Virtue ftands die mark of univerfal fpight. 

To JOHNHARTOPP, Esc^. 
(Afterwards Sir John Hartopf, Bart) 

. THE DISDAIN. 



1700. 



HARTOPP, I love the foul that dares 
Tread the temptations of his years 

Beneath his youthful feet : 
Fleetwood and all diy heavenly line 
Look through the ftars, and fmile divine 

Upon an heir fo great. 
Young Hartopp knows this noble theme. 
That the wild fcenes of bufy life. 
The noife, th' amufements, and the ftrife. 
Are but the vifions of the night. 
Gay phantoms of delufive light. 

Or a vexatious dream. 

Flefh is the vileft and the leaft 

Ingredient of our frame : 
We're bom to live above the beaft. 

Or quit the manly name. 
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Pleafures of fenfe we leave for boyr; 
Be fhining du&. the mifer's food ; 
Let ^cy feed on fame and noife. 
Souls muft purfue diviner joys. 
And feize th' immortal good. 

To MITIO, MY FRIEND. 

at« epistle. 

pORGI VE me, Mitio, that there fhould be any 
*" mortifying lines in the following poems infcribed 

you, fo foon after your entrance into that flate which 
^as defigned for the compleateft happinefs on earth : 
iut you will quickly difcover, that the Mufe in the firft 
>oem only reprefents the fhades and dark colours that 
lielancholy throws upon love, and the focial life. ' In 
lie (econd, perhaps ihe indulges her own bright ideas' 

1 little. Yet if the accounts are but well balanced at 
aft, and things fet in a due light, I hope there is no- 
i^round for cenfure. Here you will find an attempt 
nade to talk of one of the moil important concerns of 
luman nature in verfe, and that with a folemnity be- 
loming the argument. I have banifhed grimace and 
idicnle, that perfons of the mo^ feriou's character may 
ead without oiFence. What was written feveral years 
Lgo to yourfelf is now permitted to entertain the world ; 
>ut you may a/Tume it to yourfelf as a private enter- 
ainment ftiU, while you lie concealed behind a feigned 

Thi 
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The MOURNING-PIECE, 

T IF E's a long tragedy : This globe the ftage, 
•*-' Well fixM and well adorft'd with ftrong maduheSi 
Gay fields, and Ikies, and feas: The adUrs many: 
The plot Immenie : A flight of d«mons fit 
On every failing cloud with fatal purpofe ; 
And flioots acrofs the fcenes ten thoofatid arrows 
Perpetual and unfeen> headed with pain. 
With forrow, infamy, difcafe, and death. 
The pointed plagues fly filent through the air. 
Nor twangs the bow, yet fure and deep the. woqbL 

Dianthe adi her Itttk part alone. 
Nor wiflies an. aflbciate. Lo flie glides 
Sittgle through all the florm, ^nd more fecure ; 
Ltfs are her dangers, and her bread receives 
The fe^til darts. '' fljt, O my lov'd MariHa, 
«* My fiiler, once my friend, (Dlanthe cries) 
f* Ho^ much art thoa expds'd ! Thy growing (bal 
f Doubled in wedlock, multiply'd in children, 
f* Standi but the broader mark for all the mifchiefr 
5* ThM fove promifcuoiis o*er the mortal ftage ; 
5* Children^ tfeofe dear young Ihnbs, thofe teBdereftpicoet 
i' Of your own flelh, thofc littie other felves, 
i' How they dilate the heart to wide dimenioas* 
5* Aftd fofton every fibre to improve 
♦* The mother's fad capacity of pain ! 
i' I mourn pidclio too ; though heAven has choifc 
1^; ' <«A&- 
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• A favourite matt* kt hlitt, bf all her f^x 

^ The pridfe ittd flowei- : How bleft thfe loVelj J)ail', 
' Beyond ej^prfefllon, if well mingled loves 
And woes wdll mlngied coOld impfove oaf- blifs '. 
Amidft. the tugged cites of life behttid 
The father ^d th6 halbatid ; fliittferirtg liarties. 
That fpread his title, ^nd enlarge his (hare 
Of cbHaftion Wfitchednefs. He ibndly hopts 
To multi{)iy his Joys, but evfery hotir 
Renews the difappolntment and the fmart. 
There not a wound aftidls the meafieft jdittt 
Of his Mf partner, ot her mfant-traift, 
(Sweet babes !) bat piefces to hi^ inmoft foul. 
Strange is thy power, O Love ! what numferous veins. 
^ And arteries, and arms, and hands, and eyes. 
Are link'd and faften'd tb a lover*s heart, 

• By ftrong but fepret firings ! With vain attempt 
' We put the Stdic oji, in viJn we tl-y 

To break the ties of nature ^nd of h\6oA ; 

• Thofe hidden threads maintain the dear comixinhion 
Inviolably firm ; their thrilllhg n^otionsi 
Reciproc^ give endlefs fympathy 

In all the bitters and the fweets of life. 
Thrice happy man, if pleafure only kne\V 
Thefe avenues of love to reach bur fouls. 
And pain had never found thcm«l" 

Thus fang the tuneful maid, fearful to try 
"he bold experiment. Oft Daphnia came, 
^nd of; NarcifTus, rivals of her htart* 
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Luring her eyes with trifles dipt in gold. 
And the gay filken bondage. Firm fhe ilood» 
And bold repuls'd the bright temptation fUll, 
Nor put the chains on ; dangerous to try. 
And hard to be diiTolv'd. Yet riiing tears 
Sate on her eye-lids, while her numbers flow'd 
Harmonious forrow ; and the pitying drops 
Stole down her cheeks, to mourn the haplefs flate 
Of mortal love. Love, thou beft bleffing fent 
To fofcen life, and make our iron cares 
Eafy : But thy own cares of fofter kind 
Give Iharper wounds : They lodge too near the heart. 
Beat, like the pulfe, perpetual, and create 
A ftrange uncafy fenfe, a tempting pain. 

Say, my companion Mitio, (peak fincere, 
(For thou art learned now) what anxious thoughts. 
What kind perplexities tumultuous rife. 
If but the abfence of a day divide 
Thee from thy fair beloved ! Vainly fmiles* 
The chearful fun, and night with radiant eyts 
Twinkles in vain : The region of thy foul 
Is darknefs, till thy better flar appear. 
Tell me, what toil, what torment to fuilain 
The rolling burden of the tedious hours ? 
The tedious hours are ages. Fancy roves 
ReftlcTs in fond inquiry, nor believes 
Chariffa fafe : Chariffa, in whofe life 
Thy life con fills, and in her comfort thine. 
Fear and furmiie put on a thoufand forms 

Of 
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Of dear difqaietude> and round thine ears 
Whifper ten thoofand danger8> endlefs woes^ 
Till thy frame fhodders at her fancy'd death ; ' 
Then dies my Mido^ and his blood creeps cxAd 
Through every vein. Speaks does the ilranger Mvdk 
Caft happy guefTes at the unknown paflion. 
Or has (he fabled all ? Inform me, friend, 
Arc half thy joys fmcere ? Thy hopes fulfiU'd 
Or fruftrate ? Here commit thy fecret griefs 
To faithful ears, and be they bury'd here 
Jn friendfhip and oblivion; left they fpoil 
Thy new-bom pleafures with diftafteful gall. 
"Nor let thine eye too greedily drink in 
The frightful profped, when untimely death 
Shall make wild inroads on a parent's heart. 
And his dear offspring to the cruel grave 
Are dragg'd in fad fucceffion, while his foul 
Is torn away piece-meal : Thus dies the wretch 
A various death, and frequent, ere he quit 
The theatre, and make his Exit final. 

But if his deareft half, his faithful mate 
Survive, and in the fweeteft faddeft airs 
Of love and grief, approach with trembling hand 
To clofe his fwtmming eyes, what double pangs. 
What racks, what twinges rend his heart-firings off 
From the fair bofom of that fellow-dove 
He leaves behind to mourn? What jealous cares 
Hang on his parting foul, to think his love 
Expos'd to wild oppreflion, and the herd 

Of 
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Of favage men / So p4rt? Aq 4ymg wd^ 
With fobteiig aepsnt^, with M fy4 r^gfct 

Leaves bi# i^lid f(ia|hl>r*d p^t? : Th^ vf^^pw iiAff4 - 
Wanders ip fea^om* fliadef , fgrgct* 1^ fbpd> 
Forget* her life j or fidls ^ fpeedier prey 
1 o taIon*d f4»Iconsy imd the crooked be^ 
Of hawks atjiifft for blqpd > * » ■> » — ^-r— 

Thb second PART: Or, 

The Bright Visiqv, 

r|*tHUS far th^ Mi^(9, in wacqiftpip'd mooj* 
■* And &rm$ oopte^og to » love's par, 
Indulg'd j;i gloom of thPUghr; an4 dw flie &Qg 
Partial ; for Mri»i¥;My'$ hateful fpmi 
Stood by in fyjgik rob* : The peivfivp MuCe 
Survey'd the d^kfc^e fppies of life^ ^d ibqght 
Some bright reli^viiig ^Umpfe^ ibme gprdi^ ny 
In the fair world of love : 9^t while jQie g^'4 
Delightful on the ftate of twin-bom fouls 
United^ blef&'dj the cniel (hade apf^y'd 
A dark long tid>e, and a faiie tinftar'd glafi 
Deceitful ; blending love and life at once 
In darkneis, chaos, and the common fnafs 
Of mifery : Now Urania fcdi^ the cheftt. 
And breaks the hated optic in diCdab. 
Swift vanifticfi the fuUen form, and lo 
The fcene (hines bright with biifs : Behold the J^$l» 
Where mifchiefs never By> cares never coiae 

Wit) 
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Wlxh wrinkleA broiv, nor a^guiQi* nor ^iS^^, 
Nfor malice £>Tky-tongue(L On this dear {jfot, 
Mitio> my love would Bx and plant thy fiadoo 
To sA thy part of life» ferene and Ueil 
With the fair cooibrt fitted lo ihy heart. 

Snre 'tis a viilon of that happy ^ove 
Where the iiril authors of our mournful race 
liiv'4 in fweet partaerfhip ! one hour they Uv'd# 
But chang'd the taibd btifi (imprudent pair !) 
For fin> and fhame, and this wajle wildemcis 
Of briarsj and nin^ hundred years of pain. 
The wiihing Mufe new-dreffes the fair garden 
Amid this de^ert^ivorld, with budding bUfi> 
And ever-gveent^ and hahns, and fionrery beautxef 
Without one dangerous tree : These heavenly dew» 
Nightly defcendmg ihall iaipeaji the grafs 
And veidaat heii)age ; drops of fragrancy 
Sit trembling on (hei^es: The fpicy vapwn 
Riie Mh ihe dawa, and through the air di^fuf '4 
Salute your waldog itvkt with peffume : 
While vital fruitt ivitb their ajohrofial juice 
Renew hfi^a purpie flood and fountain, pure 
From vicious taint ^ and with your innocence 
Immortidixc the Jni&uiie of your day. 
On this new paradafis the doudki^ ftaes 
Shall fmile perpconl, while the hunp of day 
Wkh ilaines fnfaUy'd <as she faUed tanch 
Of Hymen) meafwes out yioar ^gidax hones 
Along his axwe load. Ilhc noptial tROoa 

In 
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In milder rays ferene> (hould nightly rife 

Full orb'd (if heaven and nature will indulge 

So fair «n emblem) big with £lver joys. 

And fiill forget her wane. The feather *d choir> 

Warbling their Maker's praife on early wing* 

Or perch'd on evening-bough, fliall jwn your worfli^i 

Join your fweet vefpers* and the morning ibng. 

O facred fymphony ! Hark, through the grove 
I hear the found divine ! I'm all attention* 
All ear, all extafy ; unknown delight ! 
And the fair Mufe proclaims the heaven below. 

Not the feraphic minds of high degree 
Difdain converfe with men : Again returning 
I fee th' ethereal hofl on downward wing. 
Lo* at the eaftem gate young cherubs ffaud 
Guardians, commifEon'd to convey their joys 
To earthly lovers. Go, ye happy pair. 
Go taile their banquet, learn the nobler pleafutet 
Supernal, and from brutal dregs reiin'd. 
Raphael (hall teach thee, friend, exalted thoughts 
And intelledual blifs. 'Twas Raphael taught 
The patriarch of our progeny th' affairs 
Of heaven : (So Milton fings, enlightened bardt - 
Nor mifs'd his eyes,, when in fublimeft/fbrain . • 
The angel's great narration he repeats 
To Albion's fons high favour'd.) Thou ihalt learn 
Celeftial lefTons from his awful tongue ; 
And with foft grace and interwoven, loyes 

(Gratefiil 
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(Grateful digreffion) all his words rehearfe 
To thy Charifla's car, and charm her foul. 
Thus with divine difcourfe, in fliady bowers 
Of Eden, our firft father entertain'd 
Eve his fole auditrefs ; and deep difpute 
With conjugal carefTes on her lip 
Solv'd eafy, and abfbrufefl thoughts reveaPd. 

Now the day wears apace, now Mido comes 
From his bright tutor, and finds out his mate. 
Behold the dear aiTociates feated low 
On humble turf, with rofe and myrtle ftrow'd ; 
Bat high their conference ! how felf-fuffic'd 
Lives their eternal Maker, girt around 
With glories : arm'd with thunders ; and his throne 
Mortal accefs forbids, projecting far 
Splendors unfufierable and radiant death. 
With reverence and abafement deep they fall 
Before his Sovereign Majefty, to pay 
Due worfhip ; Then his mercy on their fouls 
Smiles with a gentler ray, but fovereign M; 
And leads their meditation and difcourfe 
Long ages backward, and acrofs the ieas 
To Bethlehem of Judah : There the fon. 
The filial godhead, character exprefs 
Of brightnefs inexpreHible, laid by 
His beamy robes, and made defcent to earth : 
Sprung from the fons of Adani he became 
A fecond £uher, fludious to regain 
Lofl paradife for men, andpurchafe heaven* 

Vol. LVI. K The 
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The loveiy «vk|i -kHkar^neoit shuimIi^' 
PromiTcuous tal]('4> ^ ^H^ftiqiis i^iricm 
Hb manly |«dgemeikt &U(reialvVtj wai im 
Held her attention |^'4; fhfi mufijag Ait 
On the fweet TmmAm pf inqma^iloiii^ 
Till rapture wak'd hervoicf tp i^&^bsim* 
** She fang lii^ J[n&nt Qodj .(Myjft(»kw-.tbwe !} 
'^ How vile his birth-place, and his cradle vile ! 
'' The ftxaiul«&lds.nieau;coippaiiioiis{ lime 
** In habit idle die fhepheitls flodcarauBd* 
'^ Saluting the grett.fnotfaer, 4iwi adore 
" Ifrael^onoiated^King, the appointed ii^ 
** Of the c»att«L .HoMr.dd3As^d.hc.lMs 
«< Beneath his rcgal:ibftCe; fbrvthac, on^MitiOy 
« DdbasViin (iairilptfeiiii.; ^bnt angcbibod 
** Miniftering round ithjurd^iKgetiritiilblded^vngt 
** Obfequious, ^thfittgh'JHifeeDL; while itglidSMDciNvy 
<« Fulfill'd;Sbe.^, 9sdiid»sf^jtvomgja£t. 
** Then the fair gftMrdinns hoiming^i^cr iiis hmd 
•< Wakeful aawght, ^irifvettheefeul^^irita^M*, 
^* And with.tfacsr'^niiiigfiniqiiM pikigectheair 
*' From bufy p)ittt(K»iis> >£x)m»iiiMtiou»^dM:ips, 
*' And impure tfiufi; »hik tbcv ambrcifialtflqpKf 
" A dewy flunote- jim Usifofes.flied. 
*' Alternate hymns the heavMity^atdiers'fiPg 
'* Melodious, ibotlung the fu rn— wftng - fca i dcfl , 
'' And kept the darknefs dteAt and^haly. Thm 
*' Midnight was charmed, and all her gMis^ «}«• 
•* Wonder'd to fee their nighty Mtfker4lMp. 
** Behold tbe glooms difpccfe, the rofy««iOMi 
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** Smiles in ^<? Eaft wjjh eye-^ds opening fair, 
^* Buj JW^ ip ^^rap tjiine; O I CQuJd fpl4 Thee, 
•' My youn J i^jfnigluy, my Cje^tor-Babe, 
*' For ever in thefe ^f^ ! Fpr eyer d^fiU 
*' Upon thy loyjely form ya^ g^^g Joy? 
"*' And ev^ puMe fligvW beat lerap^ l^vg ! 
^' Around my if at (bp^ croa4[pg f^JM^fM^^ l^gp^e 
"*< With ^ift ^nbitjop, 7^l9us to |L{tep^ 
■•* Their prince, and form a heaven below the iky. 

" Fof^, Qfeapfe, p ftj-bgjr % %ujgbt 
**' Of femalc-fpfidn^ fs, f^d fyr^f-yp fh|? fljjgg 
"*' That in^upts fuch iffdSilg JjfnnQnj L'* 
Thus Mitio ; and ^wa^ J^ B^felirr fi^ff^* 
To p^y jfi^ 9!fA.ril^ip tp the,facr^d King, 
l^m^ *^/f.^ J -/^g?- W^ ^^p|i(^ pore 
Mix the cstg^s^ hgr ftiftjr ^ ; 
(Vain blqp^gyffifpt!) " Ggipe, Jturn tjbipff jeY^.s^g(|^ 
«* From Bethlehepf, ^fjd fjfjn^ up thie doijffol il^ey ' . 
■«* Of bloody .C^ly^, jyh^c p?|:ed fc^s' 
^* Pave the fad road, a^i fright fbyc tnjy^U^. 
^« Can my Beloved ^j^^^r .to tr^i^e. th.e feet 
■«* Of her Redeemer pfpting up fifie Hll 
-«' Hard burdened? C^n ij\y he^rt atteiyd his crpfs ? 
♦« Nail'd tQ rt^e .crjy^?J wood, ke ppw[^f he dies, 
«« For thqe he ^s. ^pneath thy fiijis a»d mip^ 
** (Horrible jpad !) the fmfifl S^vipur groans* 
«* And in ^,erce anguito of his fgul expiry. 
•« Adoring ^^ngels pry ^yith hendiflg hea^ 
'' Searching ilj^f deep contrivance, ^aj^ ^iw^ 

K 2 * ' " T\m 
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'* This infinite dcfign. Here peace is made 

** 'Twixt God the Sovereign, and the rebel man : 

" Here Satan overthrown with all his hofb 

'' In fecond ruin rages and defpurs ; 

•* Malice itfelf defpairs. The captive prey 

" Long held in flavery hopes a fweet releafe, 

'* And Adam's ruin'd offspring (hall revive 

" Thus ranfom'd from the greedy jaws of death.** 

The fair difciple heard ; her pailions move 
Harmonious to the great difcourfey and breathe 
Refin'd devotbn : while new fmiles of love 
Repay her teacher. Both with bended knees 
Read o'er the covenant of eternal life 
Brought down to men ; feal'd by the facred Three 
In heaven ; and feal'd on earth with God*8 own liooL 
Here they unite their names agdn, and iign 
Thofe peaceful articles. (Hail, bleft co-heirs 
Ccleftial 1 Ye (hall grow to manly age. 
And, fpite of earth and hell, in feafon due 
Poffefs the fair inheritance above.) 
With joyous admiration theyfurvey 
The gofpel treafures infinite, unfeen 
By mortal eye, by mortal ear unheard. 
And unconceiv'd by thought : Riches divine 
And honours which the Almighty Father God 
Pour'd with immenfe profufion on his Son, 
High treafurer of heaven. The Son bellows 
The life, the love, the bleffing, and the joy 
On bankrupt mortals who believe and love 

Ml 
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Ks name. " Then* my Charifla, all is thine. 

*' And thine, my Mitio, the fair faint replies. 

'•' Life, death, the world below, and worlds on high, 

^' And place, and time, are ours ; and things to come, 

•* And paft, and prefent ; for our intereft ftands 

*• Firm in our myltic head, the title fure. 

*' 'Tis for our health and fweet refreftiment, (while 

*' We fojourn ftrangers here) the fruitful earth 

*' Bears plenteous ; and revolving feafons ftiU 

" Drefs her vaft globe in various ornament. 

*' For us this chearful fun and chearful light 

•• Diurnal Ihine. This blue expanfe of fky 

** Hangs a rich canopy above our heads, 

" Covering our flumbers, all with ftarry gold 

" Inwrought, when night alternates her return. 

** For us time wears his wings out : Nature keeps 

** Her wheels in motion : and her fabrick Hands. 

" Glories bayond our ken of mortal fight 

*' Are now preparing, and a manfion fair 

•' Awaits us, where the faints unbody'd live. 

*' Spirits releas'd from clay, and purg'd from fin : 

" Thither our hearts with moft inceffant wifh 

*« Panting afpire ; when ftiall that deareft hour 

** Shine and releafe us hence, and bear us high, 

** Bear us at once unfever'd to our better home ?'* 

O bleft connubial (late ! O happy pair, 
Envy'd by yet unfociated fouls 
Who feek their faithful twins 1 Your pleafures rife 
Sweet as the morn, advancing as the day, i 

K 3 '^txN«^ 



Fervent as glbribiis noon, fercnely SMm 

As fummcr-evenings. The vile fdils 6Tca[H^ 

GfovgHrlg in dull with all th'elf ndlff jirs 

Refflcfs, fliall intcrru|)t ybuf joys hd iadrc 

Than Harking animals Hright the Abort , 

Sublime, and riding in her xnidhight way, 

Frlendfhip arid love fhall afidifU&gt3fli*a fcigi 

O'er all yoiir Jniffiohs With uh'rival'd fwky 

Mutual and everlafting : FHendfhip knotvi 

No property in good; but ill things cohlmdil 

That each poffeffes, as the Hght or air 

In (vhtch we breathe and live ; There's hot otoe tiiongU 

Can lurk in clofe referve, ho barriers fix'di 

But ever^ {iaflage b|5cn aS the day 

To one another's breall, And iiimofl mfhd. 

Thu^ by communion your delight fliall grow, S 

Thus ftteatiis cf mingled bllft fwbll higher as th^ flow; V . 

Thus angels nilx their flames, and more diviilcly glow. J 

The third PART; Or, 

The Account :6alanced. 

Q HOtJ LD fovei-eign love before me ftandj 
*^ With dl his train Of jiomp and ftate, 
Aod bid the daring Mufe relate 

His ccmfoHs and his cares ; 
Mitio, I would not afk t!\c iTah j 
For liietajThbrs t* ekprefs their weight. 
Nor borrow tiufcbeis Ticfev ^\vt Ski. 
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Thy cares and* comforts, fovef eign* Eov^e; 

Taftly out-weigh the fknd feeiow, 

-And to i larger aucft grow 

Than all the ftars above. 

Thy mighty loffes and cftf gaJn^ 

Arc their OWti mutnaf mefafures" j 
Only the man that kttcms^ thy p^9 

Can reckon ttp ±y j^eaidres. 

Say, Damon, fay, how bright the fcene, 

Damon is half-divinely bleft. 
Leaning his head on his Florella's breafti 
Without a jealous thought,^ or bufy care between: 

Then the fweet paffions mix and fhare ; 

Florella tells thee aft her heart. 
Nor can thy foul'^ remoteft part 
Conceal a thought or wifh from the beloved fair. 

Say, what a pitch thy {^afm-es fly. 
When friendlhip all-fincere grows up to ecftacy. 
Nor felf contrafts the Wifs, nor vice poMates the joy. 

While thy dear offspring round thee fit. 
Or fporting innocently at thy feet 
Thy kindeft thoughts engage: 

Thofe little images of thee. 

What pretty toys of yoadi they be. 
And growing props of age ! 

But (hort is earthly blifs ! The changing wind 
Blows from the fickly South, and brings 

Malignant fevers on its fultry wings, 
Kelendefs death fits clofe behind : 

K4 ^^^ 
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Now gafping infants, and a wife in tears* 

With piercing groans falutes his ears* 
Through every vein the thrilling torments roD; 

While fweet and bitter are at flrifc 

In thofe dear miferies of life, 
Thofe tendered pieces of his bleeding foul. 

The pleafing fenfe of love awhile 
Mixt with the heart-ake may the pain beguile* 

And make a feeble nght : 
Till forrows like a gloomy deluge rife. 

Then every fmiling paflion dies. 

And hope alone with wakeful eyes 
Darkling and folitary waits the flow-returning light. 

Here then let my ambition reft. 
May I be moderately blell 
When I tlie laws of Love obey : 
Let but my plcafure and my pain 
In equal balance ever reign. 
Or mount by turns and fink again. 
And (hare jull mcafures of alternate fvvay. 
So Damon lives, and ne'er complains; 
Scarce can we hope diviner fccncs 

On thii dull ftage of clay : 
The tribes bcne.:th the northern Bear 
Submit to darknefs half the year. 

Since half tlie year is day. 
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the Death of the Duke of Glou cssti r« 
juft after Mr. D r y d £ n. 

An epigram. 

1700. 
k R Y D £ N is dead, Dryden alone coald iing 

The full-grown glories of a future Idng. 
f Glofter dies : Thus leiTcr heroes live 
iiat immortal breath that Poets give ; 
. fcarce revive the Mufe : But William ftands, 
aiks his honours from the Poet's hands, 
liam fhall fhine >\ithout a Dryden's praife, 
laurels are not grafted on the bays. 

Epigram of Martial to Cirinus. 

*' Sic tua, Cirini, promas' Epigrammata vulgo 
*' Ut mecum poffis," &c. 

SCRIBED TO Mr. JOSIAH HORTE. 
Lord Bifhop of Kilmore * in Ireland. 

1694. 

) fmooth your numbers, friend, your verfe fo-fweet. 

So (harp the jeil^ and yet the turn fo neat, 

t with her Martial Rome would place Cirine, 

le would prefer your fenfe and thought to mine. 

modeil you decline the public flage, 

fix your friend alone amidH th' applauding agc» 

* Afterwards Arcbbilhop of Toaob 



^^ 



So Maro did; tlic mighty Maro fing% i 

I A taft hefb?^ Aoce5 of viK IketoDf thiAg^, 

And Ijaves the ode ito dance opbti M^ Fkidcus* fbings. J 

He fconi'd to daunt the dear Horatian lyre, 1 

Though his briive genius fla/h'd Pindarie fire, 

Axii At his will could filence all the Lyric quire. J 

So to hi^ Variu^ he ttfi^*d tiie pfidfi 

Of the pr6ttd buftia and the tragic btfy^. 

When he could diohder Vwth a lolSer vefe. 

And fmg of Gods and Heroes in a bblder (Ifa^. 

A hiidfome trd^t, a pidce df gold, or fe. 
And compliiftehts will every fi^end faeAow } 
Rarely a l^rgil, a Cirin^ we meet, ^ 

Who lays his laurels at fnferi6f feet. 
And yields the tendereft point of honour. Wit. 



E P I S T O L A 

Pratri fuo dilefto R. W. I, W. 8. f. D. 

TJ URSUM tuas, araande, fratcr, accepi litenui 
A^ eodem fortafsc momento, quo mex ad te pervcne- 
^unt ; idemque qui te fcrjbcntem vlJit dies, mtnta mA 
ppiilolare munas e5:citavit calamuit) ; non [Uane eft inter 
nos Ffaterirtiffi Nomen, tfitfcus enim fpiritus tidS Jfltili 
},nitnat, agitqiie, & cdncordr^ in afnbobus tfiScit mMS: 
P utinam crcfcat indies, & vigefcat fflukrd charit:ls; 
faxit Deus, ut ainor foi noftra ihccndat Sc defsbcet pccf- 
tpra, tunc elcmm 6e «ltcttu& ^ut« sMikitigs flammis 
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er^ nd§ invitem aivxnuni tit rftdddhi ^rwolihiis ; Cbh- 
templemur Jefum nofti-uni, ctxSefb illiij 5( ildiiffai^dQii 
exemplar chaHtatis. tlh i^i 

QUI ^utmdam aeternb delapfq^ ab itherc vtikua 
Indliit fhimairoSi ut pofiet corpore nofbas 
(HAi mijbras) fixfferrc vices j fponfortt obivit 
Muniai 8c In fefe Tabulas nialedi<^a Miilach 
Tranflullti et fcelcris pdsttas homitiifqafe tcatmn* 

Ecce jacet defertus humi, diiFufus in ixerbam 
Integer, innocuas verfus fua fidera palmas 
£t placidum attollens vultam> nee ad ofcula Patiif 
Aniplexus folitofve : Artus nudatns amiibx 
Sidereos, et fponte fmum patefadus ad iras 
Numinis afntati. Paler, hie infigc * f^hlasi 
•' Haec, ait, iratum forbebnnt pcAbrz fertum, 
** Abluat aethfereuS fnortafia criftiina fanguis." 

Dixit, & holrendum fremuere tonitrua coeli 
Jnfenfufque Deus^ (quern jam pdfuifTe patemum 
^lufa queri yellet nomen, fed & ipik fragores 
Ad tantos pevefa<^a filet.) Jam diflilit 8bthet> 
Pandunturque fores, ubi dure carcLre regiiit* 
Ira, et pcenarum thefauros miJlc coercet, 
Inde ruunt gravidi vefano fulphure nimbi, 
Centuplicifque volant contorta volumir/i flammaa 
Jq ^aput immeritum ; diro hie fub pondcrc preiFus 

• Job Iv, 6. 
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Refbty comprefibs diimqae ardens ezplicat artoa 
* Purpureo veftes dndae fndore madefcunt. 
Nee tamen infando Vindex Regina labori 
Segniilks incumbit> fed hffos increpat ignes 
Acriter, & fomno langnentem fufcitat f enfexn : 
" Surge, age, divinum pete pedus, &> imbue facro 
" Fluminc macronem ; Vos hinc, mca ffnculay lat^ 
** Ferrea per tocum difpergite tormina Chriftum* 
** Immenfum tolerare valet ; ad pondere poenae 
*' Suflchtanda hominem fuiFuIciet incola Numen. 
" Et tu facra Decas Lcgum, violata tabella, 
** Ebibe vindiftam ; vafta fatiabere cxde, 
" Mortalis culpae penfabit dedecus ingens 
" Permiihis Deitate Cruor."— — — 

Sic fata, immiti contorquet vulnera dextra 
Dilaniatque finus ; fandti penetralia cordis 
Panduntur, fxvis avidas dolor involat alis, 
Atque audax mentem fcrutator, & ilia mordet; 
Interea fervator J ovat, viilorque doloris 
Eminet, illufhri § perfufus membra cruore, 
Exultatque mifer fieri ; nam fortiiis ilium 
Urget Patris Honos, & non vinccnda voluptas 
Scrvandi miferos foiites ; O nobilis ardor 
Poenaruni ! O quid non mortiilia p^'dora cogis 
jDurus amor ? Qu'd non cce'.citia ? 

• Luke xxii. ^4.. f Zech. xiii. 7. J Col.ii. y. 

^ Luke xxii. 24. 

At 
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^t fubiidat phantafia, vanefcant imagines ; nefdo quo 
ne proripuit amens Mufa : Volui quatuor linias pcdi- 
bus aftringere, Sc ecce ! nomeri crefcnnt in immqtfam; 
dumque concitato genio laxavi frsena, vereor ne juve- 
lulis impetus theologium laeferit, & audax nimis ima- 
^inatio. Heri adlata eft ad me epiflola indicans matrem 
meliufcule fe habere, licet ignis febrilis non prorfus de- 
feruit mortale ejus domicilium. Plura volui, fed tur- 
g^di Sc crefcentes verfus noluere plura, & coardtarunt 
fcriptionis limites. Vale amice frater, & in fhidio pie* 
tads & artis medicae fh-enuus decorre. 

Datum a Mufeo meo Londini xvto Kalend. Febr. 

Anno Salutis cidiscxciii. 



Fratris £. W. olim navigaturo. 

Sept. 30, 1691. 

T F E L I X, pede profpero 
•*• I frater, trabe pinea 
Sulces aequora ccerula 
Pandas carbafa flatibus 
Qux tutd reditura fint. 
Non te moufb-a natantia 
Ponti camivorae incolse 
Praedentur rate naufraga. 



NaTis, 



^vum &r per iabofpit^ 
t*cn4 cegn», per ayios 
Tjrato> 4c iiqwdum phaAS^ 
Hec u iorheat i»QRrid» 

Dent portom placi^^ tibi. 

Tu, qui flumina, qui vagos 
Fbij^s oceajfti rjceis, 
£t fievum boream domas« 
Da fratri faciles vias, 
£t fratrem reducem fuis. 

Ad Revcrendam Vlnuli 

Dm JOHANNEM PINH0RNB> 

f idum AdolefccndaB meae Praeccptorcm. 

Pindarid Canojim Spedocp. 

1^94- 

ET te, Pinhorni, Mufa Trifaq^ca 
Salutat, ardens difcipulam 4;\^^ 
Grate fateri : nunc Athenas, 

Nunc Latias per amoenita^es 
Tuto pererrans te reColit duce^n^ 
Te quondam teneros & Ebraiji per gijpfi^ ^x^MI 

^iaa dura duxiile manu. 

Tuo 
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Tuo patefcunt luini«e Tjie^lii 
Campi atque ad anccia J'jmdiia jfipr : 
En altus aflitfigexis Hookas 
Arma deofque irtnolqiie juiferi^ 
Occupat a:thereum Pan^afi .cuimru ; Homcri 
Innnenfos flupco suuie^— — «• 
Te, Maro> dttlo^-^W^e^s fyly^^j .te bdBa fenjMBtiMi 
Ardua, da veniam imn ^qa3¥» <g»DMIH>ti 
Tusque acdpia^, l^|>^e yaxas, 
Debita Thura Lyrx, 
Vobis, magna trias ! clariMma nomina Temper 
Scfinia noflra pattait, ic podoca.BoftnL4n(tfbiuit» 
Quom mihi^^unque'lev^pixoBfieflent^ida ikk^aam 
Divina Mofis pajpna. 

Flaccos ad hanc inzimty.pawtar, At ipbjiwlsMlM 
Deponat veneres: venias d^-f^'^'fatVifi fc w6^ 
" Ut tc colkuden\,;4jMPifeRd^«fclQ^]ijy^ 
AblutU8» Venuiine> 5f9|)^>{i4efye. 9iP9f9 
Hac lege accedant (atyiige .^vm#(^ ^6^ 
Terrores vitiorum. At loQge <$8C«6 ^1^94^ 
Perfios, obrcuros-vvi^, j|i^ .kfBi^A cks^S^* 
-ftifa forent, fphingifque ^MUginaiai, Bp«^^ i$i4|0^ 
Grande Tonans Senecae fulgifn> gryi^i^upSR^^^ 
Pompa Sopho(;lei oellb ppnantur eodem 
Ordiiie, £c ja^abuxs ,6fWil l^s 4i9|de4Ur ijx ilia»« 

Tutb, Tof^Ufi, .wH kMsMus 

Pi<^os abacos : improb^ {inea 

* Horat. Lib. K^u6. 

At 
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■ a t vos heroes Sc irma 

£t procal efte Dii> Indicra numina. 
Quid mibi cum veflrse pondere lanccae, 
Pallas ! aut veflris, DyonyCt, Tkyriis ? 
£t Clava> & Angois^ & Leo> Sc Hercules^ 
£t brutum totiitru fi^tii Patris, 
Abibte a carmine nofbo. 

Te, Deus Ommpotens ! te noftra &nabit Jefo 
Mufa, nee afTueto coeleilts barbiton auia 
Tentabit numeros. Vafti fine limite numen & 
Immenfum fine lege deom numeri fine lege fboabant 

Sed mufam magna polUcentem deffituit vigor; Oi- 
idno jubare perfbingitur oculciram acies. £a bbafdt 
pennis> tremit artubus, ruit deorfom per inane 9thais, 
jacet vidla, obfhipefckj filet. 

Ignofcas^ reverende vir> vano conamini ; fiagmea 
hoc rude licet Sc impolitom asqui boni coniiilas^ & 
gratitudinis jam diu debitae in partem reponas* 



V^tum, 
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% Votum, fcE YltA in term bcjtta. 

Ad vinntt digtiiffiintiai 
JOHANNEM HARTOPPIUM, Bartum. 



H 



1702. 

ARTOPPI eximio Itemmate nobais 
Vcnaque ingenii divhe^ ii ro^es 

Quern mea Mo^ beat, 
Ille mihi felix ter Sc ampli^, 
£t iimiles fuperis annos agit 
** Qui fibi fuffidens fempcr adeil fibi." 

Hunc longe a curis morts^ibus- 

Inter agros, fylvaique fileates 
Se xnuilfque fuis tranquilla ia pace &aentta^ 

Sol oriens videt Sc recumbens. 

-Non fux.vulgi favor infblentis 
(Plaufus infani tumidus popelli) 
Mentis ad facram penetrabit afcem» 

Feriat licet xthera clamor. 
Nee gaza fhmmans divitis India;, 
Nee, Tage, veftra fulgor aret\ll» 

Ducent ab obfcura quiete 
Ad laquear radiantis auls. 

O fi daretur flaxnlna pnoprii 
Traftare fuii pollice proprio, 

L 2 Atqu? 
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Atque meum mihi fingere fatum ; 
Candidas vitx color innocentis 
Ffla nativo decoraret albo 

Non Tyria vitiata concha. 
Non aurum, non gemma nitens, nee purpura telae 
Intertexta forent invidiofa meae. 
Longe a triumphis^ & fonitu tubae 
Longe remotos tranfigerem dies : 
Abftate fafces (fplendida vanitas) 
£t vos abitate» coronse. 

Pro meo tedo cafa fit, falubres 
Captet Auroras, procul urbis atro 
Diilet a fumo, fugiatque longe 

Dura phthifls mala, dura tuflis. 
Difplicet Byrfa & fremitu molefto 
Turba mercantum ; gratiiis alvear 
Demulcet aures murmure, gratios « 

Pons falientis aquas. 

Litigiofa fori me terrent jurgia, lenes 
Ad fylvas properans rixofas execror artes 
Eminus in tuto a Unguis 
, Blandimenta artis fimul aequus odi, 
Valete, cives, & amoena fraudis 
Verba ; proh mores ! & inane facri 
Nomen amid ! 

Tuque quae nofhis inimica mufis 
Felle facratum vitias amorem, 
Abfis astem^m, diva libidinis 
£t pharetrate puer ! 
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Hinc, hinc, Cupido, longius avola ? 

Nil mihi cam foedis, puer, ignibus ; ^ 

iEtherea fervent face pedora. 

Sacra mihi Venus eft Urania, 

£t juvenis JeiTaeus amor mihi. 

Ccelede carmen (nee taccat lyra 
JeiTaea) Ixds atuibus infonet. 
Nee Watiianis e medulUs 

Ulla dies rapiet vel hora* 
Sacri libelli, deliciae meae, 
£t vos, fodales, femper amabiles. 
Nunc ilmul adfids, nunc viciiHmt 
£t fallite taedia vitae. 



To Mrs. SiNQeR> afterwsirds Mrs. Rowst 

On the Sight of fome of her divine Poemsj never 
printed. 

July 19, 1706. 



o. 



■ N the fair bai^ks of gentle Thames 
I tun'd my harp ; nor did celeftial themes 
Refufe to dance upon my ftrings : 
There beneath the evening Iky 
J fung my cares afleep, and rais'd my wifties high 
To everlafting things. 

L 3 %^^^%^ 
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Sadden from Albion's weftem ooaft 

Harmonious notes come gliding by» 
The neighbouring (hepherds kxiew the filver (band; 
*' 'Tis Philomela's voice^ the neigbfaoaring ihepho^ 
cry;" 

At once my firings all filent lie. 

At once my fainting Mufe was loft^ 

In the fuperior fweetnefs drown *d. 
In v^n I bid my tuneful powers unite ; 

My foul retir'd, and left my tongue* 
I was all ear, and Philomela's fong 

Was all divine delight. 

Now be my harp for ever dumb. 
My Mufe attempt no more. 'Twas long ago 

I bid adieu to mortal things. 

To Grecian tales, and wars of Rome, 
*Twas long ago I broke all but th' immortal firings : 
Now thofe immortal firings have no employ. 

Since a fair angel dwells below. 
To tune the notes of heaven, and propagate the joy. 

Let all my powers with awe profound 
While Philomela fmgs. 

Attend the rapture of the found. 
And my devotion rife on her fcraphic wiog^. 



Stanzai 
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Stanzas to Lady SUNDERLAND, 

At TvnBridge Wells. 

1712. 
[^ATR Nymph, afcend to Beauty's throne, 
^ And rule that radiant world alone : 
et favourites take thy lower fphere, 
[ot Monarchs are thy rival here. 

"he Court of Beauty, built fublime, 
'cfies all powers but thine and Time : 
nvy, that clouds the hero's flcy, 
ims but in vain her flight fo high. 
ot Blenheim's field, nor Ifler's flood, 
or flandards dy'd in Gallic blood, 
om from the foe, add nobler grace 

Churchill's houTe, than Spencer's face, 
lie warlike thunder of his arms 

i more commanding than her charms 
[is lightning ftrikes with lefs furprife 
'han fudden glances from her eyes. 

[is captives feel their limbs confin'd 

1 iron ; ftie enflaves the mind : 
7t follow with a pleafmg pain, 

iud blefs the conqueror and the chain. 

*he Mufe, that dares in numbers do 
(That paint and pencil never knew, 
aints at her prefence in defpair, 
^nd owns ih' inimitable Fair. 

End of the Second BooVu 
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BOOK III- 
SACRED TO TH? MEMORV of the DEAD, 



An Epitaph ON King WILLIAM III, 
Of Glorious Memory. 

Who died March the 8th, 1701. 

BENEATH thefe honours of a tomb, 
Greatnefs in humble ruin lies : 
(How earth confines in narrow room 
What heroes leave beneath the fldes ! ) 

Preferve, O venerable pile. 
Inviolate thy facred truft ; 
To thy cold arms the Britifh ifle. 
Weeping, commits her richeft duft. 

Ye gentleft minifters of Fate, 
Attend the monarch as he lies. 
And bid the fofteft Slumbers wait 
With filken cords to bind his eyes. 
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lis dear Sword beneath his head; 
1 him his faithful Arms fhall fland : 
is bright Enfigns on his bed> 
guards and honours of our land. 

\er arts of Paint and Verfe, 
Albion fainting by his Me, 
;roans arifing o'er the hearfe» 
Belgia finking when he dy'd, 

o'er the grave Religion fet 
emn gold ; pronounce the ground 
d, to bar unhallow'd feet, 
jlant her guardian Virtues round. 

liiberty in fables draft, 
his lov'd name upon his urn, 
lliam, the fcourge of tyrants paft, 
d awe of princes yet unborn." 

Peace his facred relicks keep, 
olives blooming round her head, 
b-etch her wings acrofs the deep 
c{s the nations with the (hade. 

on the pile, immortal Fame, 

ftars adorn thy brighteft robe, 
:houfand voices found his name 
xr accents round the globe. 

ry (hall faint beneath the found» 
: hoary Truth infpires the fong ; 
grow pale and bite the ground, 
)l^der gnaw her forky tongue. 



i|4 WATTS'f POEMS. 

Night and the grave remove yoor gloom; 
Darknefs becomes the volgar dead ; 
But glory bids the royal tom6 
Difdain the horrors of a fhade. 

Glory with all her lamps ihall bmn. 
And watch the warrior's fleeping clay» 
Till the laft trumpet roufe his urn 
To aid the triumphs of the day. 



On the fudden Death of Mrs. Mary Peacock. 

An Elegiac Song font in a Letter of Condolance ta 
Mr. N. P. Merchant^ at Am(i;erdam. 

HARK! She bids all her friends adieu ; 
Some angel cajls her lo the fpheres ; 
Our eyes the radiant faint purfue 
Through liquid telefcopes of tears. 

Farewell, bright foul, a fhort farewell. 
Till we lliall meet again above 
In the fweet groves where pleafures dwell. 
And trees of life bear fruits of love : 

There glory fits on every face. 
There friendihip fmiles in every eye. 
There (hall our tongues relate the grace 
n^t led us homeward to the fky* 
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all the names of Chrift our King 

oar harmonioas voices rove, 
harps (hall found from every firing 
wonders of his bleeding Love. 

e, fovereign Lord, dear Saviour, come,, 
ove thefe feparating days, 
thy bright wheels to fetch us home ; 
: golden hour, how long it flays 1 

long mud we lie lingering here, 
le faints around us take their flight ? 
ing, they quit this dufky (phere, 

mount the hills of heavenly light, 

2t foul, we le^ve tliee to thy rell, 
>y thy Jefus and thy God, 
we, from bands of clay released, 
ng out, and climb the fhining ro^ 

le the dear dufl Ihe leaves behind 
ps in thy bofom, facred tomb !. 

be her bed, her flumbers kind* 

all her dreams of joy to come. 



sru 



156 WATTS's POEMS. 

EPITAPHIUM Viri Vcnerabilis 
Dom. N, MATHER, 

Carmine Lapidario confcriptam. 
M.S. 
Revercndi admodam Viri 
NATHAN A ELIS MATHER 
QU O D mori potuit hie fubtus depoAtam eft. 
Si qiueris, hofpes, quantus et qualis fuit, 
Fidas enarrabit lapis. 

Nomen a faxnilia duxit 
San£tioribus ftudiis & evangelic devoti, 

Et per utramque Angliam celebri, 
Americanum fc. atque Europaeam, 
Et hinc quoque in fandi minifterii fpem edudus 
Non fallacem : 
Et hunc utraque novit Anglia 
Dodlum & docentem. 
Corpore fuit procerp, fof ma pladde verenda ; 
At fupra corpus Sc formam fublime eminaerunt 
Indoles, ingenium> atque eruditio ; 
Supra haec pietas, Sc (fi fas dicere) 

Supra pietatem modeftia, 
Caeteras enim dotes obumbravit. 
Quoties in rebus divinis peragendis 
Divinitas afflata; mentis fpecimina 

Praeftantiora edidit, 
Toties hominem fedulus occuluit 
Vt folus confpiceretur Deus : 
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Voluit totus latere, ncc potuit ; 
Heu quantum tamen fui nos latet ! 
lajorem laudis partem fepulchrale marmor 
Invita obruit filentio. 
Gratiam Jefu Chrifti faludferam 
n abunde hauiit ipfe, aliis propinavit> 
Puram ab humana fsece. 
Veritatis evangelicae decus ingens, 
£t mgens propugnaculum. 
aonatur gravis afpedlu, geftu, voce ; 
oi nee aderat pompa oratoria^ 
Nee deerat ; 
Flofeulos rhetorices fupervacaneos fecit 
im dicendarum Majeilas^ & Deus praefens. 
Hine arma militix fuae non infelieia, 
Hine toties fugatus Satanas. 
£t hine vidoriae 
Ab inferorum portis toties reportatae. 
rs iUe ferreis impiorum animis iniigere 

Altum & falntare valnus : 
leratas idem tra6tare leniter folers, 

£t medelam adhibere magis falutarem. 
Ex defaecato cordis fonte 
inis eloquiis aiFatim fcatebant labia, 
Etiam in familiari contubernio : 
abat ipfe undique cceleftes fuavitates, 
fi oleo laetitias Temper recens delibutus, 

Et Temper fupra focios ; 
rratumque diledtiffimi fui Jefu odorem 
Quaquaversus 8c late difiudit, 

Dolores 
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DoIorc9 tolentM faprz Mtm, 
i^rumnseque heu qnam affidoa ! 
Invifld ammo^ viArice pAiicndi 
Varias curarom moles pertnHt 
£t in fladio Se m meta rilst : 
Quam obi propinquam vidit 
Flerophoria fidei quafi ctirfu alato Te^bn 

Propeye & cxultim attigir. 
Natus ed in agro Lancaftrienfi 20® Martii, 1630* 
Inter Nov- Anglos theolo|;iae tyroctnia fedt. 
Paflorali munere diu Dubliini in Hibenda fanftns> 
Tandem (ut Temper ) providentiam (ecattis duccm, 
Coetui fidelium apod Londinenib praBpofitos cft» 
Quos ^bdrina predbos, Se vita bcavit : 
Ah. brcvi ! 
Corpore folutas 26* JuUi, 1697. JEtat. 6j. 
Ecdeiiis moerorcm^ theolc^is exemplar rcliquit* 
Probis pitfque 'omnibus 
Infandom fui defiderium : 
Dam pulvis Chrsdo charus hie ddce dormit 
Expe(5bLns ^llam matutimun. 

To the Reverend Mr, John Shower, on the Dca 
of his Daughter Mrs. Anne Warner. 

Reverend and dear Sir, 

HO W great foever was my fenfc of year lofs, ye 
did not think myfelf £t to offer any lines of cor 
fort : your own .auediutions can fumifh you with ma! 

ad 
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a delightful truth in the midft of fo heavy a forrow ; 
for the covenant of grace has brightnefs enough in it to 
gild the moft gloomy providence; and to that fweet 
Covenant your foul is no llranger. My own thoughts 
^wre much impreft with the tidings of your daughter'* 
detth ; and though T made many a reflection on the 
vanity of mankind in its beft eftate, yet I muft acknow- 
ledge tliat my temper leads me moil to the pleafant 
fcenes of beaven> and that future world of bleiTednefs. 
^cn I recolledl the memory of my friends that aie 
dead, t frequently rove into the world of (pirits, andi 
ferch 'them out there : Thus I endeavoured to trace 
Mrs. Warner; and thefe thoughts crouding faft upoiv 
me, I fet them down for my own entertainment. The 
verfe breaks off abruptly, becaufe I had no defign to 
write a finiihed elegy; and befides, when I was fallen 
upon the dark iide of death, I had no mind to tarry 
there. If the lines I have written be fo happy as to 
entertain you a little, and divert your grief, the time 
fpent in compoltng them ihall not be reckoned among 
my loil hours, and the review will be more pleaiing to^ 

Sir, 
Your affeftionate humble fervlnt, 

JL W^ 

December 22, 1707. 
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An ExEciiAC Thought on Mrs. Ai^ne War 
who died of the Small -Pox, December i8, i 
at One of the Clock in the Morning ; a few 
after the Birth and Death of her firft Child. 

A W A K E, my Mufe, range the wide world of 
^^^ And feek Vernera fled ; With upward ^m 
Diredl thy wing ; for fhe was born from heaven^ 
Fuliill'd her vifit^ and returned on high. 

The midnight watch of angels, that patrole 
The Britifh Iky, have notic'd her afcent 
Near the meridian liar ; purfae the track 
To the bright confines of immortal day 
And paradife, her home. Say, my Urania, 
(For nothing fcapes thy fearch, nor canft thou m 
So fair a fpirit) fay, beneath what (hade 
Of Amaranth, or chearful Ever-green, 
She fits, recounting to her kindred-minds 
Angelic or humane, her mortal toil 
And travels through this howling wildernefs ; 
By what divine proteflions fhe efcap'd 
Thofe deadly fnares when youth and Satan leagu 
In combination to afTail her virtue 
(Snares fet to murder fouls) ; but heaven fecur'd 
The favourite nymph, and taught her viftory. 
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Or does fhe feek, or has (he found her babe 
Amongfl the infant-nation of the bleil. 
And dafp'd it to her foul, to fatiate there 
The young maternal paffion, and abfolve 
The unfulfiU'd embrace ? Thrice happy child ! 
That faw the light, ' and tum'd its eyes afide 
From cor dim regions to th' Eternal Sun, 
And led the parent's way to glory ! There 
Thou art for ever hers, with powers enlarged 
For love reciprocal and fweet converfe. 

Behold her anceflors (a {nous race) 
Rang'd in fair order, at her fight rejoice 
And iing her welcome. She along their feats 
Gliding falutes them all with honours due 
Such as are paid in heaven : And laft fhe finds 
A manfion falhion'd of diftinguiih'd light. 
But vacant : '* This" (with fure prefage fhe cries) 
" Awaits my father ; when will he arrive ? 
" How long, alas, how long !" (Then calls her mate) 
" Die, thou dear partner of my mortal cares, 
*• Die, and partake my blifs ; we are for ever One.'* 

Ah me ! where roves my fancy I What kind dreams 
Croud with fweet violence on my waking mind ! 
Perhaps illufions all ! Inform me, Mufe, 
Chufes fhe rather vo retire apart 
To recolledl her diffipated powers. 
And call her thoughts her own : fo hitely freed 
From earth's vain fcenes, gay vifits, gratulations^ 

Vol. LVI, M ^t^'oi 
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From Hymen's hurrying and tomultuous joys» 
And fears and pangs, £erce pangs that wrought kerdeatb.. 
Tell me on what fublijxier theme iic dwelh 
In contemplation, with unerring cine 
Infinite truth purfuing. (When, my foul, 
O when fhaJl tliy reUafe from comberous Hefh 
Pafs the great feal of heaven? What happy howr 
Shall give thy thoughts a looTe to foar aaad tiace 
The intelleduat world ? Divine delight ! 
Vernera's lov'd employ !) Perhaps (he fingj* 
To fome new golden harp th' Almighty deeds. 
The names, the honours of her Saviour-God, 
His crofs, his grave, his vidlory, and his crown: 
Oh could I imitate^ th' exalted notes. 
And mortal ears coild bear them !-— — 

Or lies ihe now before th' eternal throne 
Proibate in humble form, with deep devotion 
O'erwhelm'd, and felf-abafemeot at the fight 
Of the uncover'd Godhead face to face ? 
Seraphic crowns pay homage at his feet. 
And Hers amongft them, not of (^mmer ore. 
Nor fet with meaner gems : But vain ambition. 
And emulation vain, and fond conceit. 
And pride for ever banilh'd flies the place. 
Cur ft pride, the drcfs of hell. Tell me, Urania, 
How her joys heighten, and her golden hours 
Circle in love. O ftamp upon my foul 
Some blifsfnl- image of the fair deceased 
To call my paflicms and my eyes afide 

Ficn 
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From the dear breaichleft clay, (Mrelfing figlti 
I look and monm and gaze with greedy view 
Of melancholy fondnefs : Tears bedewing 
That form fo late dcfc'd, fo huje belov'd; 
Now loathibme and m^ovely. Bale difeafe^ 
That leagu'd with nature's fharpeft pains, and (poil'd 
So fweet a ftrudlure ! The impoifoning taint 
O^erfpreads the bnildlng wrought with fkill divine^ 
And ruins the rich tem|^ to the dufti 

Was this the countenance, where the world admir'd •. 
Features of wit and virtue ? This the face 
Where love triiunph'd ? and beauty on the^e cheeks^ . 
As on a throne, beneath her radiant eyes 
Was feated to advantage ; mild, ferene, 
Refle6ting rofy light i So fits the fun 
(Fair eye of heaven ! ) upon a crimfon cloud 
Near the horizon, and with gentle ray 
Smiles lovely round the iky, till riling fogs. 
Portending n^ht, with foul.and heavy wing- 
Involve the golden ilar, and fink him down 
Oppreft with darkncfs,— • 



On the Dbath of an Aged and Honourtd Kcktlve, 
Mrs. M. W. July 15, 1693. 

T Know the kindred-mind. *Tis fhe, 'tis flie ; 

^ Among the heavenly forms I fee 

The kindred-mind from fleihly bondage free; 

M * O how 
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O how ixnfike the thing was lately feen 
Groaning and panting on the bed. 
With ghaftly air, and languifh'd head. 
Life on this fide, there the dead. 

While the delaying flefh lay ihivering between. 

Long did the earthy hoofe reffa^ 
In toilfome flavery that ethereal gueft; 

Priibn'd her rqand in walb of pain. 
And twi^d cramps and aches with her chain ; 
nil by the weight of nomerous days oppreil 

The earthy houfe began to reel. 
The jnllars trembled, and the boilding fell ; 
The captive foul became her own again : 
Tir'd with the forrows and the cares, 

A tedious train of fourfcore years. 

The prisoner fmil'd to be released. 
She felt her fetters loofe, and mounted to her reft. 

Gaze on, my foul, and le^a perfeA view 

Taint her idea all anew ; 
Rafe out thofe melancholy fhapes of woe 
That hang around the memory, and becloud it fb. 
Come Fancy, come, with eiTences refin'd. 

With youthful green, and fpotlefs white ; 
Deep be the tindure, and the colours bright 
T'exprefs the beauties of a naked mind. 

Provide no glooms to form a fhade ; 
i^U things above of vary 'd light are made. 
Nor can the heavenly piece require a mortal aid* 

fiot 
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But if the features too divine 

Beyond the power of fancy ilune, 

)nceal th' inimitable fbokes behind a graceful fhrine. 

Defcribe the f^t from head to feet» 
ake all the lines in juft proportion meet; 

But let. her pofture be 
Filling a chair of high degree ; 
bferve how near it Hands to the Almighty feat. 
Paint the new graces of her eyes ^ 
efti in her looks let fprightly youth Sttife, 
And joys unknown below the ikies. 
Virtue, that l}ves conceal'd below^ 

And to the breaft confin'd. 
Sits here triumphant on the brow. 
And breaks witli radiant glories through 

The features of the mind. 
Exprefs her paffion ftill the fame. 

But more divinely fweet ; 
Love has an everlafHng flame. 

And makes the work complete. 

The punter Mufe with glancing eye 
Obferv'd a manly fpirit nigh* , 



• My grandfather Mr. Thomas Watts, had fuch acquaintance 
th the mathematicks, painting, muHc, and poefy, &c. as gave 
m confiderable efteem among his contemporaries. He was com- 
ander of a (hip of war 165$, and by blowing up of the ihip in the 
iitch war he was drowned in his youth. W* 

M 3 That 
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That death had long disjoined: 

** In the fair tablet they (hall ftand 
.-. *' Umted by a happier band :" 
She faid, and iix'd her iight> and drew the manly nund> 
Recount the years, my Umg, (a moumfiii round!] 

Since he was {ben oa earth no more : 

He fought in lower feas and drown'd ; 

But vidlory and peace he found 
Qa tiie fupericM- fhore. 
There now his tunefid breath in (acred (bogt 
Employs the European and the Eaftera tongues. 

Let th' awful truncheon and the flute. 

The pencil and* the well-known ]ate> 

Powerful numbers, charming wit. 

And every art and icience meet, {feet. 

And bring their laurels Co his hand, or lay them at his 

*Tis done. What beams of glory fall 

(Rich varnifh of immortal art) 

To gild the bright original ! 
'Tis done. The Mufe has now performed her part. 
Bring down the piece, Ul-ania, from above. 

And let my I^onour and my Love 
Drefs it with chains of gold to bang upon my hoart* 



AFvKi- 
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A FuJiERAL Poem on the Death of Thomas 
GuNstON, Efq. prefented to die Right Honourable 
the Lady AAney, Lady-Mayorefs of London. 

July 1701. 

M A D A Kf ^ 

HA D I been a common mourner at the funeral of 
the dear gentleman deceafedi I fhould have la- 
boured after more of art in the following compofition* 
to fupply the defcd of nature* and to feign a forrow; 
"but the uncommon condefccnfion of his friendihip to 
jHc, the inward efteem I pay his memory, and the vaft 
imd tender fenfe I have of the lofs, make all the me- 
thods of art needlefs, whilft natural grief fupplies more 
than all. « 

I had refolved indeed to lament in fighs and filence* 
and frequently checked the too forward Mufe: but 
the importunity was not to be refilled ; long lines of 
forrow flowed in upon me ere I was aware, whilft I 
took many a folitary walk m die garden adjoining to 
his feat at Newington ; nor could I free myfelf from 
the crowd of melancholy ideas. Your ladyfhip wiU 
find throughout the poem, that the fair and unfiniihed 
building which he had jufl railed for himfelf, gave al<- 
moft all the turns of mourning to my thoughts ; for I 
purfae no other topics of elegy than what my paffion 
fad my fenfes led me to. 

M^ The 
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The poem roves, as my eyes and grief did, from 
one part of the fabrick to the other : It rifes from the 
foundation, falutes the walls, the doors, and the win- 
dows, drops a tear upon the roof, and climbs the tur- 
ret, that pleafant retreat, where I promifed myfelf 
many fweet hours of his converfation ; there my fong 
wanders amongft the delightful fubjc6ks divine and 
moral, which ufed to entertain our happy leifure ; and 
thence defcends to the fields and the (hady walks, where 
I fo often enjoyed his pleaiing difcourfe ; my rorrows 
difFufe themfelves there without a limit : I had quite 
forgotten all fcheme and method of writing, till I cor- 
red myfelf, and n{e to ihe turret again to lament diat^ 
defolate feat. Now if the critics laugh at the folly of 
the Mufe for taking too much nodce of the golden ball^ 
let them confider that the meaneft thing that belonged 
to fo valuable a perfon iUU gave feme frefh and doleful 
reflexions : And I tranfcribe nature without rule, and 
reprefent friendfhip in a mourning drefs, abandoned to 
deepeft forrow, and with a negligence becoming woe 
unfeigned. 

Had I defigned a^compleat elegy. Madam, on your 
deareft brother, and intended it for public view, I (hould 
have followed the ufual forms of poetry, fo far at leaft, 
as to fpend fome pages in the charadler and praifes of 
the deceafed, and thence have taken occaiion to call 
mankind to complain aloud of the univerfal and un- 
fpeakable lofs : But I wrote merely for myfelf as a 
friend of the dead, and to eafe my full foul by breath- 
ing out my own complaints ; I knew his charader and 

virtues 
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virtues fo well, that there was no need to mention them 

wiiile I talked only with myfelf ; for the image of them 

w^ ever prefent with mc, which kept the pain at the 

heart intenfe and lively, and my tears flowing with my 

^erfe. 

Perhaps your ladyfliip will expeft fome divine 

thoughts and facred meditations, mingled with a fub- 

Je^ fo folemn as this is : Had I formed a defign of 

^>£cring it to your hands, I had compofed a more chrif- 

"tian poem ; but it was grief purely natural for a death fo 

l\o:priiing that drew all the flrokes of it, and therefore 

^nay refleflions are chiefly of a moral flram. Such at it 

is, your ladyfhlp requires a copy of it ; but let it not 

touch your foul too tenderly, nor renew your own 

mom'mngs. Receive it, madam, as an offering of love 

and tears at the tomb of a departed friend, and let it 

abide with you as a witnefs of that affedlionate refpedt 

and honour that I bore him ; all which, as your lady- 

ihip's moft rightful due, both by merit and by fuc- 

ceflion, is now humbly offered, by. 

Madam, 

Your Ladyfhip's moft hearty 

and obedient fervant, 

I. WATTS* 



T# 
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To the dear Memory of my much honoured Frieod, 
Thomas Gvnstok, fifq. 

^^0 di^d Nov. II, 1700^ when he had juft fioiibed 
his Seat at Newington. 

OF blafted hopes, and of fhort withering joys. 
Sing, heavenly Mufe. Try thine ethereal voice 
In funeral numbers and a dolefiil fong ; 
Gunfton the juft, the generous, and the young, 
Gunflon the friend is dead. O empty name 
Of earthly blifs ! 'tis all an airy dream. 
All a vain thought ! Our foaring fancies rife 
On treacherous wings ! and hopes that touch the fkiei 
Drag but a longer ruin through the downward ait, 
And plunge the falling joy fHll deeper in defpair. 

How did our fouls ftand Hatter'd and prepftr^d 
To Ihout him welcome to the feat he reared ! 
There the dear man fhould fee his hopes complete. 
Smiling, and tailing «very lawful fweet 
That peace and plenty brings, while numerous years 
Circling delightful play'd around the fpheres : 
Revolving funs fhould (HI! renew his ftrength. 
And draw the uncommon tlircad to an unufual length, 
JSut hally fate thrufts her dread ihears between. 
Cuts the young life off, and (huts up the fcene. 
Thus airy Pleafure dances in our eyes. 
And fpreads falfe images m fair difguife^ 

T'aUwx 
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; our fouls, till juft widiin our aron 

on dies, and all the painted ckarms 

ck-ftway from die purfning fight, 

^ are loft ia ihades, and mingle with the laghl. 

firetch thy win^, and thy fad journey beii4 
"air Fabrick that thy dying friend 
nelefs : 'twill fuggeft a tkwUand thin^ 
il and £>ft a$ my Urania fings. 

iid he lay the deep Foundadons ftrong, 

r the bounds, and rear the Walls alQi\g 

i lafHng ; there a numerous train 

y G unions might in pleafure reign, 

itions periih, and long ages run, 

unborn, and ages unbegun : 

; itfelf flK>uld waile the bleU eflate^ 

tenth race rebuild the ancient feat. 

d our fancies are ! The founder dies 

; his fiikrs weep and clofe his eyes, 

t upon his hearie with never-ceaiing cries, 

id flow it moves to meet the tomb, 

eighty ibrrow nods on every plmne ; 

nd groans his dear remains convey^ 

old lodging in a bed of day, 

(try's facred tears well-watering all the way. 

IbU wheels roll on the fable rood { 

ear fon to tread the mournful load, 

Uy kind drop Us young forrows there» 

er's urn bedewing with a filial tear. 

Oba4 
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O had he left as One behind, to play 
Wanton about the painted Hal!, and hy, 
" This was my father's," with impatient joy 
In my fond arms I'd clafp the fmiling boy. 
And call him my yoong friend : but awful fate, 
Defign'd the mighty fboke as lafHng as 'twas great 

And muft this building then, this coiUy frame. 
Stand here for ibangers ? Mufl fome unknown name, 
Pofleis thefe Rooms, the labours of my friend ? 
Why were thefe walls rais'd for this haplefs end ? 
Why thefe Apartments all adorn'd fo gay ? 
Why his rich fancy laviih*d thus away ? 
Mufe, view the Paintings, how the hovering light 
Plays o'er the colours in a wanton flight. 
And mingled ihades wrought in by foft degrees. 
Give a fweet foil to all the charming piece ; 
But night, eternal night, hangs black around 
The difmal chambers of the hollow ground. 
And folid (hades unmingled round his bed 
Stand hideous : Earthy fogs embrace his head« 
And noifome vapours glide along his face 
Riiing perpetual. Mufe, forfake the place. 
Flee the raw damps of the unwholefome clay. 
Look to his airy fpadous Hall, and fay, 
*' How has he chang'd it for a lonefome cave, 
" Confin'd and crowded in a narrow grave !'* 

Th' unhappy houfe, looks defolate and mourns. 
And every door groans doleful as it turns ; 

The 
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lie pillars languifh ; and each lofty wall 

lately in gnef, laments the mafter's fall. 

I drops of briny dew ; the ^rick bears 

is faint refemblance» and renews my tears. 

>lid and fquare it rifes horn below : 

noble air without a gaudy (how 

ngns through the model, and adorns the whole, 

anly and plain. Such was the builder's foul. 

O how I love to view the flately frame, 
dat dear memorial of the beft lov'd name ! 
hen could I wifh for fome prodigious cave 
aft as his feat, and (ilent as his grave, 
liere the tall fhades ftretch to the hideous roof, 
3rbid the day, and guard the fun-beams off; 
hither, my willing feet, fhould ye be drawn 
t the grey twilight, and the early dawn, 
here fweetly fad (hould my foft minutes roll, 
umbering the forrows of my drooping foul, 
at thefe are airy thoughts ! fubilantial grief 
rrows by thofe objefts that fhould yield relief; 
ond of my woes, I heave my eyes around, 
ly grief from every profped courts a wound ; 
lews the green gardens, views the fmiling Ikies, 
till my heart fmks, and Hill my cares arife ; 
ly wandering feet round the fair maniion rove, 
nd there to footh my forrows I indulge my love. 

Oft have I laid the awful Calvin by, 
.nd the fweet Cowley, with impatient eye 



174 WATTS's PdEMi. 

To fee thofe w^h, pay tiie fad vifit there. 
And drop the tribute of an hourly tear : 
Still I behold ibtne melancholy fcene> 
With many a peniive thought, and many a figh becweea 
Two days ago we took the eyemng Mr, 
I, and my grief, and my Urania there ; 
Say, my Urania, how the wefterA fmt 
Broke from Mack clouds, and in full glory fbone* 
Gilding the roof, then dropt into the fea. 
And fudden night devour'd the fweet remains of day; . 
Thas the bright youth juft rear'd his fhining head 
From obfcure fhades of life, and funk among the dead. 
The rifmg fun adom'd with all his light 
Smiles on thefe walls again : but endlefs night 
Reigns uncontrol'd where the-iear Gunfton lies. 
He's fet for ever, and mull never rife. 
Then why thefe beams, unfeafonable liar, 
Thefe lightfome fmiles defcencUng from afar. 
To greet a mourning houfc ? In vain the day 
Breaks through the windows with a jc^ful ray. 
And marks a fhining path along the floors 
Bounding the evening and the morning hours; 
In vain it bounds them : while vail emptinefs 
And hollow filence reigns through all the ]^ace. 
Nor heeds the chearful change of nature's face. 
Yet nature's wheels will on without control. 
The fun will rife, the tuneful fpheres will roll. 
And the two mighty Bears walk round and watch ^ 
the pole. 



1 

■1 



, tYRIG POEMS, BOOK III. 17^ 

See while I fpeak» high on her fable wheel 
)ld night advancing climbs the eaftern hill : 
"roops of dark cloud* prepare her way ; behold, 
[ow their brown pinions edg*d with eveniag gM 
pread fhadowing o'or the houie, and glide away 
(owly purfuing the decfining day ; 
^'er the broad Roof they fly their circuit ftill, 
Tius days before they did, and days tacome they wifl j 
ut the black cbud that (hadows o'er his eyes, 
[angs^ there mraoveable, and never Mes : 
'ain would I bid the envions gloom be gone ; 
kh fruitlefs wifli ! how are hk captains drawn 
or a long evening that deipairs the dawn ! 
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Mufe^ view the Turret : jaft beneath the Me9 
tonefome it Hands, and fixes my fad eye», 
is it would a(k a tear. O facred feat 
acred to friendlhip ! O divine retreat ! 
{ere did I hope my happy hours t' em[^oy, 
^nd fed before-hand on the promised joy, 
Vhen weary of the noify town, my friencl 
^rom mortal cares retiring, fhould a^end 
^nd lead me thither. We alone would fit 
' ree and feeure of all intruding feet : 
)ar thoughts fhould ftretch their longeft wings, andrifev 
lor bound their ibarings by the lower flties : 
)ur tongues fhould aim at everlafiing themes, 
Vnd fpeak what mortals dare> of all the names 
)f boundlefs joys and glorks, thrones and feats 
loSx high in heaven for ibuk: We'd trace the flreets 

Of 
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Of golden pavement, walk each blifsful field. 
And climb and tafle the fruits the fpicy mountains yield; 
Then would we fwear to keep the facred road. 
And walk right upwards to that blell abode : 
We'd charge our parting (pints there to meet, '\ 

There hand in hand approach th* Almighty feat, i 
And bend our heads adoring at our Maker's feet. 3 
Thus ihould we mount on bold adventurous wings 
In high difcourfe, and dwell on heavenly things. 
While the pleased hours in fweet fucceffion move, i 
And minutes meafur'd, as they are above, > 

"By cver-drcling joys, and ever-ihining love. ) 

Anon our thoughts fhould lower their lofty flight. 
Sink by degrees, and take a pleafmg fight, 
A large round profpedt of the fpreading plam, ^ 

The wealthy river, and his winding train, > 

The fmoky city, and the bufy men. ) 

How we fhould fmile to fee degenerate worms 
Lavi(h their lives, and fight for airy forms 
Of pjunted honour, dreams of empty found 
Till envy rife, and (hoot a fecond wound 
At fwelling glory, (Irait the bubble breaks. 
And the fcenes vanifh, as the man awakes ; 
Then the tall titles infolent and proud 
Sink to the duft, and mingle with the crowd. 

Man is a reftlefs thing : Still vain and wild. 
Lives beyond (ixty, nor outgrows th^e child : 

Hij 
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rrying lufb ftill break the (acred bound 
[c new pleafures on forbidden ground, 
ly them all too dear. Unthinking fool, 
liort dying joy to fell a deathlefs foul I 
It a grain of fweetnefs they can fow, 
ap the long fad harveft pf immortal woe. 
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ther tribe toil in a different ftrife, 
iniih all the lawftil fweets of life, 
tat and dig for gold, to hoard the ore, 
le dear duft yet darker than before, 
;ver dare to ufe a grain of all the ftore. 

py the man that knows the value juft 

thiy things, nor is enilav'd to duft. 

rich gift tht (kies but rarely fend 

ourite fouls. Then happy thou, my friend, 

)u hadft learnt to manage and command 

:alth that heaven beftow'd mth liberal hand : 

this fair ftruflure rofe ; and hence this feat 

:o invite my not unwilling feet : 

I 'twas made ! for we (hall never meet, 

lile, and love, and blefs each other here, 

.vious tomb forbids thy face t* appear, 

5 thee, Gunfton, from my longing eyts, 

1 my hopes lie bury'd, where my Gunfton lies. 

le hither, all ye tendereft fouls, that know 
!ights of fondnefs, and the depths of woe, 
mothers, who your darling babes have found 
:Iy murder'd ^ich a ghaftly wound ; * 
. LVI. N Ye 
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Ye frighted nymphs, who on the bndftl bed 
Clafp'd in your arms yonr lovers cold and dead> 
Come ; m the pomp of all yuar wild defpair, 
Wi^h flowing eye-lids, and diforder'd hair. 
Death in yonr lodes ; come, mmglc grief wdi mc. 
And drotwi your little ftreams in my anbounded fca* 

You facred moamers of a nobier moifM^ 
Born for a friend^ whole dear embraces hold 
^yond all natare's tiic» ; 3rou that have kftown 
'fwo happy fouls made intimately One» 
And felt a parting flroke : 'Tis you muft tell 
The fmart, the twinges, and the racks 1 feel : 
This foul of mine that dreadful wound has borfte, ^ 
Off from its lids its deareft half is torn, > 

The reft lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn, 1 
Oh mfinite diflrefs ! fuch raging grief 
Should command pity, and delpair relief. 
Pa (Son, methinks, fhould rife from all my groans. 
Give fenfe to rocks, and fympathy to ftones. 

Ye duHty Woods and echoing Hills around, 
l^cpeat my cries with a perpetual found : 
Be all ye flowery Vales with thorns o'ergrown, 
Aflift my forrows, and declare your own ; 
Alas ! your lord is de^d, The humble plain 
IVfuft ne'er receive his courteous feet again : 
Mourn, ye gay fmiling meadows, and be fccn 
Jn wintery robes, inftead of youthful green ; 
And bid the Brook, that ftill runs warbling by. 
Move iUent on^ and weep his ufelcfs channel dry. 

Hitiver 
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Hither mediinks the lowing herd (hould come. 
And moaning turtles murmur o'er his tomb : 
The oak fhall wither, and the curKng vine 
Weep his young life out, while his arms untwine 
Their amorous folds, and mix his bleeding foul with 

mine. 

Ye ftately elms, in your long order mourn* ; 
Strip off your pride, to drefs your mailer's um: 
Jbiere geatly drop your leaves inftead of tears: • 
Ye elms, the reverend growth of ancient years. 
Stand tall and naked to the bluftering rage 
Of the mad winds ; thus it becomes your age 
To fliew your forrows. Often ye have feeu 
Our heads reclin'd upon the rifing green j 
Beneath your facred (hade diffused we lay. 
Here friendfliip reign'd with an unbounded fway : 
Hither our fouls their conftant offerings brought. 
The biu-thens of the breafl, and labours .of the thought ^ 
Our opening bofoms on the con&ious ground 
Spread all the forrows and the joys we found. 
And mingled every care ; nor was it known 
Which of the pains and pleafures were our own ; 
Then with an equal hand and honeft foul 
We {hare the heap, yet both poffefs the whole. 
And all the paffions there through both our bofoms roll, 
By turns we comfort, and by turns complain, - 
And bear and eafe by turns the fympathy of pain^ 



J 



* There was a long row of tall elms then ftandiog when tatoif 
years aft^ the lower garden was made. 

N ^ Frieudflup j 
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Fricnd(hip ! myfterious thing, what magic powers 
Support thy fway, and charm thefe minds of oars ? 
Bound to thy foot we boaft our birth-right MI, 
And dream of freedom, when we've loft our will. 
And chang'd away our fouls : At thy command, 
\ye fnatch new miferies from a foreign hand. 
To call them ours ; and, thoughtleis of our eafe. 
Plague the dear felf that we were bom to pleafe. 
Thou tyrannefs of minds, whofe cruel throne 
Heap oil poor mortals forrows not their own ; 
As though our mother nature could no more 
Fiid woes fufficient for each fon (he bore, 
Friendfiiip divides tlie fliarcs, and lengthens oat die 

Ocrc. 
Yet w'c a^.: fond of ^ine imperious reign. 
Proud of thy (lavcry, wanton in our pain. 
And chide the courteous hand when death diflblves 
the chain. 



Virtue, forgive the thought ! the raving Mufc 
V. lid and defpairing knows not what (he does. 
Grows mad in grief, and in her favage hours 
Affronts the name (he loves and (he adores. 
She is thy votarefs too ; and at thy (lirine, 1 

O facred Friendftiip, offer'd fongs divine, > 

While Gunlbn liv'd, and both our fouls were thine.) 
Here to thefe (hades "at folemn hours we came. 
To pay devotion wiih a mutual flame. 
Partners in blifs. Sweet luxury of the mind ! 
And fvveet the aids of fenfc ! Each ruder wind 

Slept 
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Slept in its caverns, while an evening breeze 

Fann'd the leaves gently, fporting through the trees ; 

The linnet and the lark their vefpers fung, 

-And clouds of crimfon o'er th' horizon hung ; 

The flow- declining fun with Hoping wheels 

Sunk down the golden day behind the weftern hills. 

Mourn, ye gardens, ye unfinifh'd gates. 
Ye green inclofures, and ye growing fweets. 
Lament ; for ye our midnight hours have- known. 
And watch'd us walking by the filent moon 
In conference divine, while heavenly fire 
Kindling our breafts did all our thoughts inipirc 
With joys almoft immortal ; then our zeal 
Blaz'd and burnt high to reach th' ethereal hill. 
And love refin'd, like that above the poles. 
Threw both our arms round one another's fouls 
In rapture and embraces. Oh forbear. 
Forbear, my fong ! this is too much to hear* 
Too dreadful to repeat ; fuch joys as thefc 
Fled from the earth for ever ! — 

Oh for a general grief! let all things fhare 
Our woes, that knew our loves : The neighbouring aif 
Let it be laden with immortal fighs. 
And tell the gales, that every breath that flies 
Over thefe fields Ihould murmur and complain. 
And kifs the fading grab's, and propagate the pain. 
Weep all ye buildings, and the groves around 
For eyer weep ; this is an endlefs wound. 
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Vaft and incoraUe. Ye buildiogs knew 
His iilver tongue, ye groves have heard it too : 
At that dear found no more (hall ye rejoice. 
And I no more muft hear the charming voi& : 
Woe to my droopmg foul \ that heavenly breath. 
That could ipeak life, lies noiv congealed in death ; 
While on his folded lips all cold and pale 
Eternal chains and heavy iilence dwelL 

Yet my firod hope would hear him ipeak ag^n, 
Once more at lead, one gentle word, and then 
Gunflon aloud I call : In vain I cry 
Gunibn aloud ; for he muft ne'er reply. 
In vain I mourn, and drop thefe funeral tears. 
Death and the grave have neither eyes nor ears : 
Wandering I tune my forrovi's to the groves. 
And vent my fwelling griefs, and tell the winds our loves; 
While the dear youth fleeps fail, and hears them not: 
He hath forgot me : In the lonefome vault 
Mindlefs of Watts and Friendfhip, cold he lie^ 
Deaf and unthinking clay. 

But whither am I led ? This artlefs grief 
Hurries the Mufe on, obflinate and deaf 
To all the nicer rules, and bears her down 
From the tall fabrick to the neighbouring ground t 
The pleafing hours, the happy moments paft 
In thefe fweet fields reviving on my taile 
Snatch me away reiifUeis with impetuous hafte. 

Spreai 
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>pread thy Arong pinions once agdn« my fong^ 

\nd reach the Turret thou haft left fo Ipag : 

3'er die wide roof its lofty head it rears, 

Long waidng our conycrfe i but only hears 

The noify tumults of the realms on Ugh. ; 

rhe winds (alute it whiftling as they fly. 

Or jarring round the windows ; rattling fhdvfi^ers 

Lafh the fair fides ; above, loud thunder roars ; 

But fHll the matter fleeps ; nor hears the vwe 

Of facr^d friendihip» nor the temper's ooife : 

An iron flumher fits on every fenfe, 

[n vain the heavenly thunders .ftrive to roufe it thcjjce. 

One labour more, n^y Mufe, the golden Sphere 
Seems to demand : See through the di^fky air 
Downward it ibines upon the rifing moon ; 
/^nds as {he labours up to reach her noon, 
Purftes her orb with repercuffive light. 
And ftreaming gold repays the paler beams of mght : 
But nat one ray can reach the darksome grav«. 
Or pierce the folid gloom that fills the cave 
(Vhere Gunfton dwells in death. Behold it idsacs 
t^ike fome aew meteor with diiFufive be^ms 
Through the mid-heaven, and overcomes the ftars ; 
f So fhines thy Gunfton's foul above the fphcres,' 
Elaphael replies, and \^pes away my tears. 
* We faw the fleOi fink down with clofing eyes, 
' We heard thy grief (hriek out. He dies. He dies, 
' Miftaken grief 1 to call the fleih the friend ! 
^ On our fair wings did the bright youth afcend, 

N 4 ''All 
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" All heaven embrac'd him with immortal love, 

** And fong his welcome to the courts above. 

** Gentle Ithuriel led him round the fkies, 

** The buildings ftmck him with immenie rurprife ; 

** The fpires all radiant» and the maniions bright, 

*' The roof high- vaulted with ethereal light : 

'' Beauty and ftrength on the tall bulwarics (ate 

** In heavenly diamond ; and for every gate 

*' On golden hinges a broad ruby turns,' 

'' Guards off the foe, and as it moves it bums ; 

** Millions of glories reign through every part; 

'* Infinite power, and uncreated art, 

'^ Stand here difplay'd, and to the fbanger ihow 

" How it out-fhmes the nobleft feats below. 

" The ftranger fed his gazing powers awhile 

** Tranfported : Then, with a regardleis finile, 

** Glanc'd his eye downward through the cryfbl floor* 

** And took eternal leave of what he built before." 

Now, fair Urania, leave the doleful ftrain ; 
Raphael commands : AfTume thy joys again. 
In everlafBng numbers fing, and fay, '\ 

** Gunfton has mov'd his dwelling to the realms of day; I 
** Gunflon the friend lives ftill : And give thy groans y 
away." J 
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U ELEGY ON Mr. THOMAS GOUGE- 
To Mr. Arthur Shallet, Merchant. 
Worthy Sir,' 

rHE fubjeft of the following elegy was high in 
your eileem, and enjoyed a large fhare of your 
iffedtions. Scarce doth his memory need the afliftance 
)f the Mufe to make it perpetual ; but when fhe can at 
mce pay her honours to the venerable dead, and by 
his addrefs acknowledge the favours ihe has received 
rom the living, it is a double pleafure to. 

Sir, 

Your obliged humble fervant* 

L WATTS. 

To the Memory of the Reverend 
Mr. THOMAS GOUGE, 

Who died Jan. 8th, 1699- 1700. 

XT' E virgin fouls, whofe fweet complaint 
•* Could teach Euphrates * not to flow, 
[?ould Sion's ruin fo divinely paint, 
Array'd in beauty and in woe : 
Awake, ye virgin fouls, to mourn. 
And with your tuneful forrows drefs a prophet's urn. 

* Pfal- 137, Lament, i. 2, 3. 

O could 



O could my lips or flowing eyes 
Bnt imiute fuch cbarjQing grief> 
I'd teach the Teas, and teach the fkies^ 
WaiUnga, and fpbsi and fympathies. 
Nor ihbold the ftones or rocks be deaf; 
Rocks ihail have eyes, and ilones have ears. 
Whiles Gouge'9 death is moum'd in melo4y and tssui^ 

Heaven was in-patient of par crijpes^ 

iVnd Cent bis miniiler of death 
Tp fcQurge the bcrfd rebellion of the timeS) 
Ap4 tp d?^itn4 oMr prophet's breath; 

He came cpmmiffio^'d fpr the Ffttf ^ 

Of awful Mead^ and charming Bates ; 

There he eflay'd the vengeance firft. 
Then (ookadi(xnalaim> and brought grei^t GottgetoM 

Great Gouge to duU ! how doleful is the found ! 
How vafl the ftroke is ! and how wide the wound ! 

Oh psdnful ftroke ! diftreffing deaih ! 
A wpund unm^*fur»bly wide 
No vulgar mortal dy'd 
When he refign'd his breadi. 
The Mufe that mourns a nation's fail> 
Should wait at Gouge's funeral^ 
Should mingle majcfly and groan?> 
Such as (he fings to iir^ng tbrones> 
And in deep founding pumbers telU 
Hqw $ipB trembled^ when this pillar fellf 

Sjo 
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Sjon grows wesk, and England poor. 

Nature herfelf^ with all her ilorey 

an fumifh fuch a pomp for death no more* 

he reverend man let all things mourn ; 
Sure he was fome setliereal nund> 
Fated in flelh to be confin'd. 

And order'd to be bom. 

His foul was of th' angelic frame, 
he fame ingredients, and the mould the fame, 
''hen the Creator makes a minifter of flame. 
He was all formed of heavenly things, 
[ortals, believe what my Urania lings, 
or ihe has feen him rife upon his flamy wings* 

How would he mount, how would he flj 
Up through the ocean of the iky, 

Tow'rd the celeftial coaft ! 
With what amazing fwiftaefs foar 
Till earth's dark ball was feen no more^ 

And all its mountains lofl ! 
:arce could the Mufe purfue him with her fight: 

But, angels, you can tell. 
For oft you meet his wonderous flight. 

And knew the ftranger well ; 
Say, how he pail the radiant ipheres. 
And viiited your happy feats, 
id trac'd the well-known turnings of the golden ftrccts. 

And walk'd among the flars. 

Tfi 
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Tell how he climb'd the everlafting hills 

Surveying all the realms above. 
Borne on a ilrong-wing*d faith, and on the fiery wheelt 
Of an immortal love. 

*Twas there he took a glorious fight 
Of the inheritance of faints in light. 
And read their title in their Saviour's right. 

How oft the humble fcholar came. 

And to your fongs he rais*d his ears 

To learn/ th* unutterable name. 

To view th* eternal bafe that bears. 
The new creation's frame. 

The countenance of God he faw. 
Full of mercy : full of awe. 
The glories of his power, and glories of bis grace J 
There he beheld the wondrous fprings 

Of thofe celeftial facred things. 
The peaceful gofpel, and the fiery law 

In that majelHc face. 
That face did all his gazing jx)wers employ. 
With moft profound abafement and exalted joy. 

The roils of fate were half unfcal'd. 
He flood adoring by ; 

The volume open'd to his eye. 

And fvveet intelligence he held 
With all his fhining kindred of the fky. 

Ye feraphs that furround the throne. 
Tell how his name was through the palace known. 
How warm his zeal was, and how like your own : 

Speak 
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peak it aloud, let half the nation hear. 
And bold blafphemers ihrink and fear * : 

mpudent tongues ! to blail a prophet's name ! 

The poifon fure was fetch'd from hell. 
Where the old blafphemers dwell, 

fo taint the pured dufl^ and blot the whited fame ! 

mpudent tongues ! You fhould be darted through, 
Naird to your own black mouths, and lie 
Ufelcfs and dead till flander die. 
Till flander die with you. 

** We faw him, faid th' ethereal throng, 

" We faw his warm devotions rife, 

*' We heard the fervour of his cries, 

'* And mix'd his praifes with. our fong: 
'* We knew the fecrct flights of his retiring hours, 

" Nightly he wak'd his inward powers, 
^' Young Ifrael rofe to wreftle with his God, 
' And with unconquer*d force fcal'd the celefHal towers^ 
" To reach the bleffing down for thofe that fought his 
" blood. 

** Oft we beheld the thunderer's hand 

" Raised high to crulh the fadious foe ; 
' As oft we faw the rolling vengeance ftand 

" Doubtful t' obey the dread command, 
* While his afcending prayer upheld the falling blow." 

Draw the pad fcenes of thy delight, 
Vly Mufe, and bring the wondrous man to fight. 

* Though he was fo great. and good a man, he did not efcape 
tenforca 

Place 
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Place him furronnded as he flood 

With pious crowds, while from bis tongue 
A ftream of harmony ran foft along. 
And every year drank in the flowing good : 

Softly it ran its filver way. 
Till warm devotion raised the current drong: 
Then fervid aeal on the fweet deluge rode. 

Life, love and glory, grace and joy, 
Pivinely roU'd promifcuous on the torrent-flood^ 
And bore our raptjir'd ^nfe away, and thoughts and 
fouls to Cod, 

O might we dwell for ever there ! 
No more return to breathe this grofler air, 
Thb atmo^here of fin, calamity, and care. 

But heavenly fcenes foon leave the fight 

While we belong to clay, 
Papons of terror and delight. 

Demand alternate fway. 

JBehold the man, whofe awful voice 

Could well proclaim the fiery law, 

Kindle the fiames that Mofes faw. 

And fwdl the trumpet's warlike noife. 
fie ftands the herald of the threatening (kies, 
J,o, on his reverend brow the frowns divinely rife, 
^11 Sinai'# thunder on hi^ tpngue, and lightning in his 
eyes. 

Round the high roof the curfes flew 

Diftinguifhing each guilty head, 
par from th' unequal war the atheift fled, 

Ks 
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His kindled arrcsws ftill pmfnt. 

His arrows ftrike the atheift through, 
Lnd o'er his inmoft po^Vers a ihuddcring ht)rrQr Ipread* 
The marble heart groans with am inward wound} 

Blafpheming fouls of hardcn'd ftcel 
ihriek out ama2*d at the new pa^igi they feel. 

And dread the echoes of the found. 

The lofty wretch arm'd and array'd 
n gaudy pride finks down his impious head, 
?lunges in dark defpair, and mingles with the dpl4« 

Now, Mufe, affume a fofter ftrain. 

Now footh the finijer's raging fmart. 

Borrow of Gouge the wondrous art 
To calm the furging confcience, and aflwage the painj 

He from a bleeding God derives 

Life for the fouls tlmt guilt had (lain. 

And ilrait the dying rebel lives. 
The dead arife again ; 

The opening Ikies almoft obey 

His powerful fong ; a heavenly ray 
/Awakes defpair to light, and iheds a chearful day« 

His wondrous voipe rolls back the fphere«. 

Recalls the fcenes of ancient yc^rs,. 
To make tbe Saviour known 5 

Sweetly the flying charmer roves 

Through all hb labours and his loves. 
The anguiih of his crofs, and triumphs of his throne^ 

Come, he invites our feet to try 
The fteep afcent of Calv^y, 

Mi. 
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And fets the fatal tree before our eye : 
See here celeflial forrow reigns; 
Rude n^s and ragged thorns lay by» 
Ting'd with the crimfon of redeeming vdns. 
In wondroas words he fang the vital flood 
Where all our fins were drown'd. 
Words fit to heal and fit to wound. 
Sharp as the fpear, and balmy as the blood. 
In his difcoorfe divine 
Afreih the purple fountain flow'd ; 
Our falling tears kept fympathctic time. 
And trickled to the ground. 
While every accent gave a doleful found. 
Sad as the breaking heart-ftrings of th' expiring G 

Down to the manfions of the dead. 
With trembling joy our (buls are led. 

The captives of his tongue ; 
There the dear prince of light reclines his head 

Darknefs and ihades among. 
With pleafing horror we furvey 

-The caverns of the tomb. 
Where the belov'd Redeemer lay. 

And fhed a fweet perfume. 
Hark, the old earthquake roars agj^n 
In Gouge's voice, and breaks the chain 
Of heavy death, and rends the tombs : 
The riiing God ! he comes, he comes. 
With throngs of waking faints, a long triumphing t 
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; the bright fquadrons of the iky, 
iward on wings of joy and hafte they fly, 
their returning fovereign, and attend him high, 
(hining car the conqueror fills, 
rm'd of a golden cloud ; 
y the pomp moves up the azure hills, 
d Satan foams and yells aloud, 
jnaws th' eternal hrafs that binds him to the wheels, 
opening gates of blifs receive their King, 
le Father-God fmiles on his Son, 
him the honours he has won, 
ioifty thrones adore, and little cherubs iing. 
hold him on his native throne, 
ory fits fad upon his head ; 
efs'd in new light, and beamy robes, 
and rolls-on the feafons, and the fhining globes, 
fways the living worlds, and regions of the dead. 

re was his envoy to the realm below, 

was his truft, and great his fkill, 

ight the credentials he could (how. 

And thoofands own'd the feal, 

s hallow'd lips could well impart 

le grace, the promife, and command : 

new the pity of ImmanuePs heart. 

And terrors of Jehovah^s hand. 

)w did our fouls flart out, to hear 

le embaffies of love he bare, 

hile every ear in rapture hung 

i the charming wonders of his tongue ! 

)!.. LVI. O Life's 
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Life's bufy cares a facred filence bound. 
Attention flood with all her powers. 
With fixed eyes and awe profound, 
Chain'd to the pleafure of the found. 
Nor knew the flying hours. 

But O my everlafling grief I 
Heaven has recalled his envoy from our eyes. 

Hence deluges of forrow rife. 

Nor hope th' impoflible relief. 

Ye remnants of the facred tribe 

Who feel the lofs, come fhare the fmart. 
And mix your groans with mine : 

Where is the tongue that can defcribc 

Infinite things with equal art. 
Or language fo divine ? 

Our pafHons want the heavenly flame. 
Almighty Love breathes faintly in our fongs. 
And awful threatenings languifh on our tongues ; 

Howe is a great but fmgle name : 
Amidfl the crowd he flands alone ; 
Stands yet, but with his ftarry pinions on,. 
Dreft for the flight, and ready to be gone. 

Eternal God, command his flay. 

Stretch the dear months of his delay ; 
O we could wifh his age were one immortal day ! 

But when the flaming chariot's come. 
And fhining guards, t' attend thy prophet home, 

Amidft a thoufand weeping eyes. 
Send an Elifha down, a foul of equal flze. 
Or burn this worthlefs globe, and take us to the fkies. 
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PREFACE, 

To all that are concerned in the Education of 
Children. 

My Friends, 
T T is an awful and important charge that is committed 
•*• to you. The wifdom and welfare of the fucceeding 
generation are intrufted with you beforehand, and de- 
pend much on your conduft. The feeds of mifcry or 
happinefs in this world, and that to come, are often- 
times fown very early; and therefore whatever may 
conduce to give the minds of children a relifh for vir- 
tue and religion, ought, in the firil pkce, to be pro- 
pofed to you. 

Verfe was at firft defigned for the fervice of God, 
though it hath been wretchedly abufed fince. The an- 
cients, among tlie Jews and the Heathens, taught their 
children and difciples the precepts of morality and wor- 
ihip in verfe. The children of Ifrael were commanded 
to learn the words of the fong of Mofes, Deut.' xxxi. 
19^ 30* ai^d we are direfled in the New Teflament, 
not only to fmg ** with grace in the heart, but to teach 
and admonifh one another by hymns and fongs," Ephef* 
V. 1 9. And there are thefe four advantages in it. 

I. There is a great delight in the very learning of 

truths and duties this way. There is fomething fo 

O 3 amufing 
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amufmg and entertaining in rhymes and metre, that 
will incline children to make this part of their bufmefs 
a diverfion. And you may turn their very duty kito a 
reward, by giving them the privilege of learning one of 
thefc Songs every week, if they fulfill the bufmefs of the 
week well, and promifing them the book itfelf, when 
they have learnt ten or twenty fongs out of it. 

II. What is learnt in verfe, is longer retained in 
meniory, and fooner recollected. The like founds, and 
the lik? number of fyllables, exceedingly ajM, the re- 
membrance. And it may often happen, that the end 
of a fong running in the mind, may be an effedual 
means to keep off fome temptations, or to incline to 
feme duty, when a word of fcripture is not upon their 
thoughts. 

III. This will be a conflant furniture for the minds 
of children, that they may have fomething to daink upon 
when alone,, and fing over to themfelves. This may 
fonr^etimes give their thoughts a divine t;urn, and raife 
a young meditation. Thus they will not be forced to 
feck relief for an cmptinefs of mind, out of the loofc 
and dangerous fonnets of the age. 

IV. Thefc Divine Songs may be a pleafant and proper 
matter for their daily or weekly wordiip, to fing one 
in the family, at fuch time as the parents or governors 
fliall appoint ; and therefore I have confined the vcrfc 
to the moil ufual pfalm tunes. 

The grcateft part of this little book was compofe4 
feveral years ago, at the requefl of a friend, who has 

bee^. 
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been long engaged in the work of catechifing a very 
great number of children of all kinds, and with abun- 
dant (kill and fuccefs. So that you will find here no- 
thing that favours of a party : The children of high 
and low degree, of the church of England or Diffenters, 
baptifed in infancy, or not, may all join together in thefe . 
fongs. And as I have endeavoured to fink the lan- 
guage to the level of a child's underftanding, and yet 
to keep it, if poffible, above contempt ; fo I have de- 
figned to profit all, if pofiible, and offend none. I 
hope the more general the fenfe is, thefe compofures 
may be of the more univerfal ufe and fervice. 

I h^ve added at the end> fome attempts of Sonnets 
on Moral Subje6ls, for children, with an air of plea- 
iantry, to provoke fome fitter pen to write a little book 
of them. 

May the Almighty God make you faithful in this 
important work of education ; may he fucceed your cares 
vnth his abundant grace^ that the nfing generation of 
Great Britain may be a glory among the nations, a 
pattern to the chriltian world, and a blefling to the 
earth. 
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SONG I. 

A general Song of Praife to God^ 

T T O W glorious is our heavenly Kingj^ 
•* ■*■ Who reigns above the fky ! 
How fhall a child prefume to fing 
His dreadful majelly ? 

How great his power is, none can telU 

Nor think how large his grace ; 
Not men below, nor faints that dwell 

On high before his face. 

Not angels that Hand round the Lordj, 

Can fearch his fecret will ? 
But they perform his heavenly word. 

And fing his praifes ftiU. 



Then 
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\en let me join tjus holy trsan. 

And my firft offerings brwig ; 
'h' eternal God will not difiisun 

To hear an infant fing. 

ly heart refolves, my tongue obeys* 

And angels (hall rejoice, 
^0 hear their mjghty Maker's praile 

Soqnd from a feeble voice, 

SONG II, 

Praife for Creation and Provioenci, 

r Sing th* almighty power of God, 
L That made the nuountains rife, 
liat fpread the flowing ieas ;^broad« 
And built the lofty (kies. 

fing the wifdom that ordain'd 

The fun to rule the day ; 
^he moon fhines full at his command;, 

And all the flars obey^ 

fing the goodnefs of the Lord* 

That fiird the earth with food : 
le form'd the creatures with his word,. 

And then. pronounced them good. 

^ord, how thy wonders are difplay'd. 

Where'er I turn mine eye ! 
f I furvey the ground I tread, 

Qr gaze upon the iky ! 
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There's not a plant or floorer below. 

Bat makes thy glories known ; 
And douds arife, and tempers blow. 

By order fit>m thy throne. 

Creatures (as numerooi as they be) 

Are fubjedl to thy care ; 
There's not a place where ve can flee. 

But God is preient there. 

In heaven he (hines \inth beams of love. 

With wrath in hell beneath ! 
'Tis on his earth I ftand or move. 

And 'tis his air I breathe. 

His hand is my perpetual guard ; 

He keeps me wirii his eye ; 
Why fhoold I then forget the l*ord« 

Who is for ever nigh f 

SONG III, 
Praife to God for our Redemption, 

BLEST be the wifdom and the power. 
The jultice and the grace. 
That join'd in counfel to reftore. 
And fave our ruin'd race. 

Our ^ther ate forbidden fruit. 

And from his glory fell ; 
^nd we his chiKlren thus were brought 

1 o death, and near to hell. 
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BIcft be the Lord that fent his Son 

To take our flefti and blood ; 
He for our lives gave up his own. 

To make our peace with God. 

He honour'd all his Father's lawSj, 

Which we have difobey'd ; 
Pe bore our fins upon the crofs. 

And our full ranfom paid. 

Behold him riiing from the grave ; 

Behold him rais'd on high : 
He pleads his merit, there to favc 

Tranfgreflbrs doom*d to die. 

There on a glorious throne he reignsj, 

And by his ppwpr divine 
Redeems us from the flavjfli chains 

Of Satan and of Sin. 

Thence (hall the Lord to judgment Qomej, 

And with a fovereign voice 
Shall call, and break up every tpmbj 

While waking faints rejoice. 

O may I then with joy appear 

Before the judge's face, 
^nd with the blei's'd aflembly there 

ging his redeeming grace ! 



SONQ 
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S O N G IV. 

Praife for Mercies S|nritaal and Temporal. 

TTTHENE'ER J take my waJks abroad, 

^ ^ How many poor I fee ? 
What ihall I render to. my God 
For all his ^fts to me ? 

Not more than others I defervc. 

Yet God has given me more ; 
Por I have food, while others flarve. 

Or beg from door to door. 

flow many children in the ibeet 

Halfnaked I behold! 
While I am doath'd from head to fcet^ 

And cover'd from the cold. 

While fome poor wretches fcarce can tell 

Where they may lay their head ; 
I have a home wherein to dwell. 

And rell upon my bed. 

While others early learn to fwcar. 

And curfe, and lye, and ftcal ; 
{^ord, I am taught thy name to fear. 

And do thy holy will. 

Are thefe thy favours day by day 

To me above the reft ? 
Then let me love Thee more than they. 

And try to ferve thee bed. 

SON( 
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SONG V* 

Praife for Birth and Education in a Chriftian Land. 

/^ RE AT God, to thee my voice I radfei 
^^ To thee my youngeft hours belong j 
I would begin my life with praife. 
Till growing years improve the fong, 

'Tis to thy fovereign grtiot I oWc 
That I was bom on Bii^ih groand ; 
Where fb-eams of heavenly mercy i)ow> 
And words of fweet falvation fcftmd. 

I would not change my native land 
For rich Peru with sM. her gold : 
A nobler prize lies in my hand« 
Than Eaft or Weftem Indies hold. 

How do I pity thofe that dweM 
Where ignorance and darknefs reigns ! 
They know no heaven, they ftat no hell> 
Thofe endlefs joys, thotfe ttt^Ms pains. 
Thy glorious promifes, O Lord> 
Kindle my hopes and my de£re 3 
While all the preachers of thy word 
Warn me to Ycape etetnaA fire. 

Thy pr^fe (haH ftill empl6y my breathy 
Since thou hafl mark'd my way to heaven ; 
Nor will I run the road to deaths 
And wade the bleflings thoa haft given. 

SONG 
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SONG VI- 

Praife for the Gospsl^ 

If ORD, I afcribe it to thy grace, 
^*— ' And not to chance as others do> 
That I was bom of Chriitian race. 
And not a Heathen, or a Jew. 

What would the ancient Jewifh kings^ 
And Jewifh prophets once have given. 
Could they have heard thofe glorious things> 
Which Chiift reveal'd and brought from heaven ! 

How glad the Heathens would have been. 
That wor(hip*d idols, wood and ftone. 
If they the book of God had feen^ 
Or Jeius and his gofpel known I 

Then if tlus gofpel I refufe. 
How (hall I e'er lift up mine eyes i 
For all the Gentiles and the Jews 
Againfl me will in judgement rife^ 

SONG Vlt. 

The Excellency of the Bible. 

/^ RE AT God, with wonder and with prdfc 
^-^ On all thy works I look ; 
But ftill thy wifdom, power, and grace. 
Shine brightefl in thy book. 
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The ftars, that in their coorfes roll. 

Have much inilrudion given; 
But thy good word informs my (oul 

How I may climb to heaven. 

The fields provide me food, and ihow 

The goodnefs of the Lord ; 
But fruits of life and glory grow 

In thy moft holy word. 

Here are my choiceft treafoFes hid. 

Here my bell comfort Hcs ; 
Here my defires are (atisfy'd. 

And hence my hopes arife. 

Lord, make me underlbmdthy law; 

Shew what my thoughts have been : 
And from thy gofpel let me draw 

Pardon for all my fin. 

Here would I learn how Chrift has dy'd 

To fave my foul from heU : 
Not all the books on earth befide 

Such heavenly wonders tell. 

Then let me love my Bible more. 

And take a frefli delight 
By day to read thefe wonders o*cr, 

And meditate by night. 



SONG 
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SONG VIII. 
Pndfe to God fbr kamirig to RftAD» 
H E |*aifes of my tongue 



T 



I offer to the Lord, 
That I was taught, and learnt (o young 
To read his holy word. 

That I am brought t* know 

The danger I was in. 
By nature and by practice too* 

A wretched ilave to fin. 

That I am led to fee 

I can do nothing well ; 
And whither ihall a fmner flee 

To fave himfelf from hell ? 

Dear Lord, this book of thine* 

Informs me where to go. 
For grace to pardon all rrty fin. 

And make me holy too. 

Here I can read, and kam 
How Chrill, the Son of God> 

Has undertook our great concern ; 
Our ranfom coft his blood. 

And now he reigns above. 

He fends his Spirit down 
To fhew the wonders of his love. 

And make ids gofpel known. 



On 
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O may that Spirit teach. 

And make my heart receive 
Thofe truths which all thy fervants preach. 

And all thy faints believe. 

Then fhall I praife the Lord 

In a more chearful ftrain. 
That I was taught to read his word. 

And have not learnt in vain. 

S O N G IX. 

The All-seeing God. 

A Lmighty God, thy piercing eye 
'*^ Strikes through the (hades of night. 
And our moft fecret adlions lie 
All open to thy fight. 

There's not a fin that we commit,' 

Nor wicked word we fay. 
But in thy dreadful book 'tis writ, 

Againft the judgment-day. 

And mull the crimes that I have done 

Be read and publifh'd there? 
Be all expos'd before the fun. 

While men and angels hear ? 

Lord, at thy foot alham'd I lie ; 

Upward I dare not look ; 
Pardon my fms before I die. 

And blot them from thy book. 

Vol. LVI. P Remcm- 
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Remember all the dying pains 

That my Redeemer felt. 
And let his blood wa(h out my ftains« 

And anfwer for my giult. 

may I now for ever fear 
T' indulge a fmful thought. 

Since the great God can fee and hear. 
And writes down every fault. 

SONG X. 

Solemn Thoughts of G o d and I!) e a t r. 

THE RE is a God that reigns above. 
Lord of the heavens, and earth, and feas : 

1 fear his wrath, I aik his love, 
And with my lips I fing his praife. 

There is a law winch he has writ. 
To teach us all that we muft do : 
My foul, to his commands fubmit. 
For they are holy, juft, and true. 

There is a gofpel of rich grace. 
Whence fmners all their comforts draw r 
Lord, I repent, and feek thy face ; 
For I have often broke thy law. 

There is an hour when I muft die. 
Nor do I know how foon 'twill come : 
A thoufand children young as I, 
Are call*d by death to- hear their doom. 
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Let me improve the hours I have. 
Before the day of grace is fled ; 
There's no repentance in the grave. 
Nor pardons ofFcr'd to the dead. 

Juil as a tree cut down, that fell 
To North or Southward, there is lies ; 
So man departs to heaven or hell, 
Fix'd in the ftate wherein he dies. 



SONG XL 

Heaven and Hell. 

rr^ H E R E is beyond the fky 
•^ A heaven of joy and love ; 
And holy children when they die 
Go to that world above. 

There is a dreadful hell. 

And everlalling pains ; 
There finners muil with devils dwell 

In darknefs, fire, and chains. 

Can fuch a wretch as. I 

Efcape this curfed end ? 
And may I hope whene'er I die 

I fliall to heaven afcend ? 
Then will I read and pray. 

While I have life and breath ; ' ' 

Left I fhould be cat off to-day. 

And fent t' eternal death. 

P2 SONC; 
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SONG XII. 

The Advantages of early Religion* 

TT A P P Y's the child whofe youngeft years 
•*■ '*' Receive inftruftions well : 
Who hates the finner's path^ and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 

When we devote our youth to God, 

*Tis pleafing in his eyes ; 
A flower, when oiFer'd in the bud. 

Is no vain facriHce. 

*Tis eaiier work if we begin 

To fear the Lord betimes ; 
While finners that grow old in fin 

Are hardened in their crimes. 

'Twill fave us from a thoiifand fnaresj 

To mind religion young ; 
Grace will preferve our following years. 

And make our virtue flrong. 

To thee. Almighty God, to thee. 

Our childhood we refign 3 
'Twill pleafe us to look back and fee 

That our whole lives were thine. 

Let the f veet work of prayer and praife 

Employ my youngefl breath ; 
Thus Pm prepared for longer days. 

Or fit for early deaths 

SONG 
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SONG XIII. 

The Danger of Delay. 

ini^H Y fliodd I fay, '' 'Tis yet too foon 

^ ^ ** To feek for heaven, or think of death ?" 
A flower may fade before 'tis noon. 
And I this day may loofe my breath. 

If this rebellious heart of mirfe 
Defpife the gracious calls of heaven, 
I may be harden'd in my fm. 
And never have repentance given. 

What if the Lord grow wroth and fwear. 
While I refufe to read and pray. 
That he'll refufe to lend an ear 
To all my groans another day ? 
What if his dreadful anger burn. 
While I refufe his offered grace. 
And all his love to fury turn. 
And ftrike me dead upon the place ? 

'Tis dangerous to provoke a God ! 
His power and vengeance none can tell ; 
One llroke of his Almighty rod 
Shall fend young finners quick to hell. 

Then 'twill for ever be in vam 
To cry for pardon and for grace : 
To wi(h I had my time again, 
Q" hope to fee my Maker's- face. 

?3 SONG 
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SONG xrv. 

Examples of early Piety. 

V\7' HAT bleG'd examples do I find 

^ ^ Writ in tlie word of truth. 
Of children that began to mind 
Religion in their youth ! 

Jefus, who reigns above the iky 

And keeps the world in awe. 
Was once a child as young ae I, 

And kept his Father's law. 

At twelve years qld he talk'd with mcn^ 
(The Jews all wondering ftand) 

Yet he obey'd his mother then. 
And came at her command. 

Children a fwcct hofauna Tung, 
And blcfh iht'ir Saviour's name ; 

'i'hcy g.r.e him honour with their tongue, 
\\ .lilc fcribci and piiexls bUfphcmj. 

Samuel the child v/as wcanM, a .d brought 

To wait upon the Lord ; 
Yourg 'limutliy betimes was taught 

To know his holy word. 

Then why fhould I fo long delay 

What others learnt fo foon ? 
I would not pafs another day 

Without this work begun. 



SONG 
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S O N G^ XV. 

AoainstLying. 

/^'T I S a lovely thing for youth 
^^ To walk tetimes in wifdom's way ; 
To fear a lie, to fpeak the truth. 
That we may trull to all they fay. 

But liars we can never truft. 

Though they fhould fpeak the thing that's truei 

And he that does one fault at firfl. 

And lies to hide it, makes it two. 

Have we not known, nor heard, nor read. 
How God abhors deceit and wrong ? 
How Ananias was fbuck dead, 
Catch'd with a lie upon his tongue ? 

So did his wife Saphira die. 
When fhe came in, and grew fo bold 
As to confirm that wicked lie 
That juft before her hufband told. 

The Lord delights in them that fpeak 
The words of truth ; but every liar 
Muft have hia portion ia the lake 
That burns with br^i^ftone and with fire. 

Then let me always watch my lips, 
X^efl I be flruck to death and hell, 
Since God a book of reckoning keeps 
ppr every lie that children tell, 

P4 SONG 
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S O N Gf XVJ, 

Agaiiift Quarrelling and Fighti^g^ 

T E T dogs delight to bark and bite, 
■*-^ For God hath made them fo ; 
Let bears and lions growl and fight* 
For 'tis their nature too. 

But, children, you fhould never let 

Such angry paffions rife ; 
Your little hands were never made 

To tear each other's eyes. 

Let love through all your anions runj^ 

And all your words be mild ; 
Live like the blcfTed virgin's fon. 

That fweet and lovely child. 

His foul was gentia as a lamb j 

And as his ilature grew. 
He grew in f ivour both with man. 

And God his Father too. 

Now Lord of x^ll he reigns above. 

And from his heavenly throne 
He fees what children dwell in love. 

And marks them for liis own. 



SQNQ 
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SONG XVII. 

Love between Btothbrs and Sisters, 

1 TTHatever brawls difturb the ftrcet, 
^ ^ There (hould be peace at home j 
^here lifters dwell and brothers meet» 
Quarrels fhould never come. 

3irds in their little nefts agree; 

And 'tis a (hameful fight, 
^hen children of one family 

Fall out> and chide, and light. 

Hfard names at firft, and threatening words. 

That are but noify breath. 
May grow to clubs and naked fwosds. 

To murder and to death. 

The Devil tempts one mother's fon 

To rage againft another ; 
So wicked Cain was hurry'd on 

Till he had kill'd his bother. 

The wife will make their anger cool. 

At leaft before 'cis night ; 
But in the bofom of a fool 

It burns till morning-light. 

Pardon, O Lord, our childilh rage. 

Our little brawls remove ; 
That, as we grow to riper age. 

Pur hearts may all be love. 

SONQ 
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SONG XVIII. 
Agvnft Scoffing and cillbg Nambs, 
UR tongues were mads to hleb the Lqirdt 



o 



And not fpeak ill of men ; 
When others give a railing word. 
We muft not rail again. 

Crofs words and angry niuaef reqiure 

To be chaftis'd at fcbool ; 
And he's in danger of hell-fire. 

That calb his brother fool. 

But Hps that dare be (o profane, 

To mock and jeer and fcpff 
At holy things or holy m^. 

The Lord (hall cut them off. 

When children in their n^anton play 

Serv'd old Eliflia fo ; 
And bid the prophet go his way, 

** Go up, thou bald-he^d, go." 

God quickly ilppp'd their wicked breath. 

And fent two raging bears. 
That tore them limb firom limb to death. 

With blood and groans and tears. 

^reat God, how terrible art Thoui 

To finners e'er fo young ! 
p rant me thy grace, and teach me how 

To tame and rule my tongue. 



SONG 
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SONG XIX. 

|!Vgainfl Swearing, and Cursing, and taldng 
God's Name in vain. 

ANGELS, that high in glory dwell. 
Adore thy name. Almighty God ! 
And devils tremble down in hell. 
Beneath the terrors of thy rod. 

And yet how wicked chilA-en dare 

Abufe thy dreadful glorious name ! 
And when they're angry, how they fwearj^ 

And curfe their fellows and blafpheme ! 

How will they (land before thy face. 

Who treated thee with fuch difdain. 
While thou fhalt doom them to the place 

Of everlafling fire and pain ? 

Then never (hall one cooling drop 

To quench their burning tongues be given ; 

But I will praife thee here, and hope 
Thus to employ my tongue in heaven. 

My heart fhall be in pain to hear 

Wretches affront the Lord above ; 
?Tis that great God whofe power I fear ; 

That heavenly Father whom I love. 

If 
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If my companions grow profane, 

I'll leave their friendfhip,- when I hear 

Young fmners take thy name in vain. 
And learn to curfe, and learn to (wear. 



SONG XX. 

Againft Idleness and Mischief, 

TT O W doth the little bufy bee 
^ **■ Improve each (hining ly)ar. 
And gather honey all the day 
From every ppening flower ? 

How fkilfully (he builds her cell ! 

How neat Ihe fpreads the wax ! 
And labours hard to ftore it well 

With the fwe^t food ihe makes, 

In works of labour or of Ikill, 

I would be bufy too ; 
For Satan finds fom^ mifch'ef fall 

For idle hands to do. 

In books, or work, or healthful play. 

Let my firft years be pall. 
That I may give for every day 

Some good account at lall. 



8o^ 
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SONG XXi. 

Againil Evil Company. 

^TT" H Y fhould I join with thofe in play^ ^ 

^ ^ In whom I've no delight ; 
Who curfe and fwear, but never pray | 

Who call ill names and fight ? • 

I hate to hear a wanton fong ; 

Their words offend mine ears ; 
I Ihould not dare defile my tongue 

With language fuch as theirs. 

Away from fools I'll turn mme eyes. 

Nor with the fcoifers go 3 
I would be walking with the wife, 
r That wifer I may grow. 

From one rude boy that us'd to mock^ 

They leafn the wicked jell : 
One fickly ihccp infeds the flock. 

And poifons all the reft. 

My God, I hate to walk, or dwell 

With fmful children here ; 
Then let me not be fent to hell. 

Where none but fmners are. 

SONG 
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SONG XXIL 

Againfl Pride in Cloaths. 

H y Ihould out garment3, made to hide 
Oar parents fhame, provoke our pride ? 
The art of drefs did fie'6r begin. 
Till Eve our mother learnt to fin. 

^When firft fhe put h6r covering on^ 
Her robe of innocence was gone ; 
And yet her children vainly boaft 
In the fad marks of glory loft. 

How proud we are ! how fofid*to ihew 
Our cloaths, and call them rich and new ! 
When the poor fti6ep Atid filk-wdrfti wott 
That very cloathing long before. 

The tulip and tlie butterfly 

Appear in gayer coats than I ; 

Let me be drefl: fine as I will. 

Flies, worms, and flowers, exceed me flHl, 

Then will I fet my heart to find 
Inward adornings of the mind ; 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace, 
Thefe are the robes of richeft drefs. 

No more (liall wOrms with me compare ; 
This is the raiment angels wear j 
The Son of God, when here below. 
Put on this blcil apparel too. 
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tt never fedes, it ne'er grows old, 
Kor fears the rslib, nOr moth, Aor mould : 
[t takes no fpot, but flill refines ; 
The more *tis worn, the more it ihines. 

In this on earth ihoald I appear ; 
Then go to heaven and wear it there ; 
God will approve it in his fight ; 
'Tis his own work, and his deHght. 

SONG XXlII. 

ObEDIENCB to pAltSNt^^ 

T E T children that would ftar the Lord 
•*-' Hear what their teachers fay ; 
With reverence meet their parents ¥rotif 
And with delight obey. 

Have you not heard what dreadful plagaet 

Are threaten'd by the Lord, 
To him that breaks his Father's law,- 

Or mocks his Mother's word ? r ■ 

What heavy guilt upon him lies ! 

How curfcd is his name ! 
The ravens (hall pick out his eyes. 

And eagles eat the fame. 

But tliofe who worfhip God, and give 

1 heir parents honour due. 
Here on this earth they long fhoH five. 

And life hereafter too. 

SONG 
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SONG XXIV. 

The Child's Complaint. 

" H Y (hould I love my (port fo well. 
So conHant at my play. 
And lofe the thoughts of heaven and hell ; . 

And then forget to pray ? 

What do I read my Bible for. 

But, Lord, to learn thy will ; 
And (hall I daily know thee more. 

And lefs obey thee itill ? 

How fenfelefs is my heart and wild ! 

How vain are all my thoughts ! 
Pity the weaknefs of a child. 

And pardon all my ^ults ! 

Make me thy heavenly voice to hear. 

And I'Jt me love to pray ; 
Since God will lend a gracious ear 

To what a child can fay. 

SONG XXV. 
A Morning Song. 

MY God, who makes the fun to know 
His proper hour to rife. 
And to give light to all below, 
Doth fend him round the Ikies. , 

When 
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When from the chambers of the Eafl 

I£s morning race begins. 
He never tires, nor flops to reft ; 

But round the world he fhines. 

So, like the fun, would I fulfil 

The bufinefs of the day ; 
3egin my work betimes, and (till 

March pn my heavenly wav. 

Give me, Lord, thy early grace. 

Nor let my foul complain 
That the young morning of my days 

Has all been {pen( in vain. 

SONG XXVI. 
An Evening SoNOt 

AN D now another day is gone, 
1*11 fing my Maker's praife ; 
My comforts every hour make known 
His providence and grace. 

But how my childhood runs to waile I 

My fins, how great their fum ! 
Lord, give me pardon for/ the pafi. 

And firength for days tq come. 

I lay my body down to fleep ; 

Let angels guard my head. 
And through the hours of darknefs keep 

Their watch around my bed. 

Vol. tVI. Q^ Wi* 
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With chearful heart I dofe my eyes. 

Since thou wilt not remove ; 
And in the morning let me rife 

Rejoidng in thy love. 
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For the Lord* s-D ay M o r n i m g. 

ripH I S is the day when Chrift arofe 
•* So early from the dead ; 
Why fhould I keep my eyelids dgs'd^^ 
And wade my hours in bed ? 

This is the day when Jefus broke 

The power of deatb ajid hell ; 
And (hall I ftill wear Satan's yokcjj 

And love my fin& fo well ? 

To-day with pleafure chriftians meet^ 

To pray and hear the word : 
And I would go with chearful feet 

To learn thy will, O Lord. 

I'll leave my fport, to read and pray. 

And fo prepare for heaven : 
O may 1 love this blelTed day 

The bed of all the icven I 
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SONG XXVIII. 

For die Loed's-Day Even i no, 

T ORD, how delightful 'tis to fee 
•*-' A whole aflembly woHbip Thee ! 
At once they fing, at once they pray ; 
They hear of heaven, and learn the way» 

I have been there, and flill would go : 
'Tb like a little heaven below : 
Not all my pleafure and my play 
Shall tempt me to forget this day, 

write upon my memory. Lord, 
The texts and dodlriiies of thy word ; 
That I may break thy laws no more^ 
But love thee better than before. 

With thoughts of Chrift and things divine 
Fill up this foolifh heart of mine ; 
That, hoping pardon through his blood« 

1 J94y lie down, and wake with Go4« 
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The Ten Commandments, out of the Old 
Testament, put into (hort Rhyme for Children. 

Exodus, Chap. xx. 

I. 'TpHOU (halt have no more Gods but me. 
-^ 2. Before no idol .bow thy knee, 

3. Take not the name of God in vain. 

4. Nor dare the Sabbath-day profane. 

5 . Give both thy parents honour due. 

6. Take heed that thou no murder do* 

7. Abftain from \yords and deeds unclean. 

8. Nor flcal, though thou art poor and mean. 

9. Nor make a wilful lie, nor love it. 

I o. What is thy neighbour's dare not covet. 

The Sum of the Commandments, out of the 

New Testament. 



w 



Matthew xxii. 37. 

I TH aU thy foul love God above. 
And as thyfelf thy neighbour love. 



Our SAV.iavR,'« Golden Rule. 
Matt. vii. 12. 

T> E you to others kind and true, 
-^-^ As you'd have others be to you ; 
And' neither do nor fay to men. 
Whatever you would not take again. 

Duty 
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D u T Y to God and our Neighbour. 

T O V E God with all your foul and ftrength, 
'*-^ With all your heart and mind : 
And love your neighbour as yoarfelf. 
Be faithful, juil>,and kind. 

Deal with another, as you'd have 

Another deal with you ; 
What you're unwilling to receive. 

Be fure you never do. 



Out of my Boole of Hymns I have here added the 
HosANNA, and Glory to the Father, &c. to be 
fung at the End of any of thefe Songs, according to 
the Diredlion of Parents or Governors. 

TheHosANNA; or Salvation afcribed to Christ, 

LONG METRE. 

TJ O S A N N A to king David's Son, 

-■• '■' Who reigns on a fuperior throng : 

We blefs the pnnce of heavenly birthj 

Who brings falvation down on earth, - - • 

Let every nation, every age. 
In this delightful work engage ; 
Old men and babes in Sion iing 
The growing glories of her king. 

Qj COM- 
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COMMON METRE. 

HOS ANN A to the Prince ofGracei 
Sion, belioldthylOng! • 
Proclaim the Sod of David's race« 
And teach the babes to ling. 

Hofanna to th' eternal word* 

Who from the Father came ; 
Afcribe falvation to the Lord^ 

With Ueffings on his name. 



SHORT METRE. 

H OS ANN A to the Son 
OfDavidandof God; 

Who bought the news of pardon dowir^ 
And brought it with his blood. 

To Chrift, th' anointed King, 

Be endlefs bleiCngs given ; 
Let the whole earth his glory iing. 

Who made our peace with heaven. 



Gl9% 
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Glory to dit Father and the Son, &c. 
LONG METRE. 

TO God the Father, Gpdthe Son, 
And God the Spirit, Three in One; 
Be honour^ pjraife and glory given. 
By aH on «arth, and afi in heaven. 



COMMON METRE. 

^^ O W let the Father and the Son, 
'^"^ And Spirit^ be ador'd, 
Where there are works to make him knonPm, 
Or faints to love the Lord. 



SHORT METRE. 

GIVE to the Father praife. 
Give Glory to the Son ; 
And to the Spirit of his grace ; 
Be equal honour done. 



CL4 A SLIGHT 



t »J» ) 

A SLIGHT 

SPECIMEN 

Of 

MORAL SONGS, 

• 

Such as I wifh feme happy and condefcending 
genius would undertake fof the ufe 6f childreni 
and perform much better. 

'T^HE fcnfe and fubjedts might be borrowed plend- 
-*• fully from the Proverbs of Solomon, from all the 
common appearances of nature, from all the occurrences 
of civil life, both in city and country (which would 
alfo afford matter for other divine fongs) . Here the 
language and liieafures fhould be eafy, and flowing 
with chearfulnefs, with or without the folemnities of 
religion, or the facred names of God and holy things; 
that children might find delight and profit together. 

This would be one effedlual way to deliver them 
from thofe idle, wanton, or profane fdngs, which give fo 
early an ill taint to the fancy and memory ; and be- 
come tkef feeds of future vices. 
; I. The 
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1. The •sluggard. 

'Hr^ I S the voice of the iluggaixl ; I heard him co^. 

•^ plain, 

*' You have wak'd me too fooQi. I muft ilumber again/* 
As the door on its hinges, fo his oil his bed^ 
Turns his fides and his ihoulders and his heavy head. 

** A litde more flecp, and a Uttlc more flumber ;** 
Thus be waftes half his days, and his hours withoiit 

number ; 
And when he gets op, he fits folding Ms hands^ 
, Or walks about iauntering, or trifling he ftands. 

I pafs'd by his garden, and faw the wild brier. 
The fhorn and the thifUe grow broader and higher $ 
The cloaths that hang on him are turning to rags : / 
And his money ftill wafles till he ftarves or he begs^ 

t made him a vifit, ftill hoping to find 

He had took better care for improving his mind : 

He told me his dreams, talk'd of eating and drinking ; 

But he fcarce reads hh bible and never loves thinking. 

Said I then to my heart, " Here's a lefTon for mc :** 
That man's but a pidlure of what I might be i 
But thanks to my friends for their care in my breedirtg. 
Who taught me betimes to Jove working and reading. 

n. INNO. 
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IL INNOCENT PLAY. 

A B R O A D in the meadcnvs to (ee the young Iambi 
*^ Rim fportkig about by eke fide of th^ dami, 

^^h fleeces fo clean and fo white ; 
Or a Beft of young d6ves ia a large open cage. 
When they play all in love, without anger or rage> 
Row much may we learn irom the fight! 

If we had been dndn, we might dabble in mud; 
Or dogs, we might pUy till it ended in blood; 

So fold and fo fierce are their naturet e 
But Tbonnas and William^ and fuch {tartty nara^, 
Should be cleanly and harmless as doves* or as lanbs* 

Thofe lovely fweet innocent creatures. 

Not a thmg that we dov nor « word that we iay» 
{^ould hinder another in jelling or play ; 

For hc*s Mi in earaeft chat's hurt : 
tiow rude are the boys that throw pebbles and mire ! 
There's none but a madman will flmg about Arc, 

And teU you, ^ 'Tis all but in fport." 



III. The rose. 

tr O W fair is the rofe ! what a beautiful flower ! 
* *• The glory of April and May ! 
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour* 
And they wither and die in a day. 

Yet 
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Vet the Rofe has one powerful virtae to boalt 

Above aO the flowers of the field : 
When its leaves are ad dead» and fitle ebloiirs are loft. 

Still how fweet a perfbnte it will yield! 

So fhil is the youth and the beauty of men. 

Though they blooni and look gay like the Rofe: 

But all our fond care to preferte them is vain; 
Time kills them as faft as he goes^ 

Then PIl not be proad of my youth or my beauty^ 

Since both of them wither and fadef : 
But gain a good name by well-doing my duty; 

Thi» will fcent/ fte a Rofe^ when i*m itaiL 

IV. The 'TftlEF. 

\J^ H Y Ihonld I deprive my neighbour 
^ ^ Of his goods againft his win ? 
Hands were made for honeft labour^ 
Not to plunder or to Ileal. 

'Tis a fooliih felf-deceiving 

fiy fuch tricks to hope for gsun : 
All that's ever got by thieving 

Turns to forrow, fhamie> and psAn^ 

Have not Eve Mid Adam taught us 

Their &A profk to comp«te ? 
To what difmal (late they brought us 

When th^ itele ibrbidden fruit ? 
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Oft we fee a yoong beginner 

PrafUTe little pilfering ways> 
Till grown ap a hardcfn'd finner ; 

Then the galbws ends his days. 

Theft win not be always hidden. 

Though we hncy none can fpy : 
When we take a thing forbidden^ 

God beholds it with hb eye; 

Guard my heart, O God of heaven^ 

Left I covet what's not mine : 
Left I fteal what is not g'.ven> 

Guard my heart and hands from fin* 

V. The ant or EMMET. 

THESE Emmets how little they are in our eyes I 
We tread them to dull, and a troop of them dks 
Withoat our regard or concern : 
Yet, as wife as we are, if we went to their fchool. 
There's many a fluggard, and many a fool; 
Some lefTons of wifdom might leam. 

They don't v/ear their time out in ileeping or play. 
But gather up corn in a fun-(hiny day. 

And for winter they lay up their ftores : 
They manage their work in fuch regular forms. 
One would think they forefaw all the frofts and the 
ftorros. 
And fo brought their food within doors, 

* Bot 
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But I have lefs fenfe than a poor creqnng Ant^ 
If I take not due care for the things I fhall want* 

Nor provide againft dangers in time. 
When death or old age ihail ftare in my face* 
What a wretch fhall I be in the end of my days* 

If I trifle away all their prime ! 

Now* now, while my ilrength and my youth are in 

bloom* 
Let me think what will fenre me when ficknefs fhall come* 

And pray that my fins be forgiven : 
Let me read in good books, and believe^ and obey* 
That when death turns me out of this cottage of day ^ " 

I may dwell in a palace in heaven. 

VL QOOD resolutions;. 

TH O U G II I am now in younger days^ 
Nor can I tell what fhall bdBd me. 
ril prepare for every place. 

Where my growing age fhall call me. 

Should I be rich or great. 

Others fhall partake my goodnefs ; 
I'll fupply the poor with meat. 

Never fhewing fcom or rudenefs. 

Where I fee the blind or lame* 

Deaf or dumb* I'll kindly treat them; 
I deferye to feel the fame 

If I mock* or hurt* or cheat them. 

If 



If I meet with niling tongues^ 
Why ihould I return diem railiiig^ 

Since I befl revenge my wrongs 
By my padence never fsfSmgi 

When I hear them tsQmg lies^ 
Talking foolilh, curfing, fwearing ; 

Pirft l*il try to make them wifs^ 
Or 1*11 foon go oat of hearmg. 

What though I be low and raean^ 
I'll engage the rich to love me. 

While I'm modeft^ neat and dean* 
And fubmit when they reprove me* 

If I ihould be poor and fick> • 
I (hall meet, I hope, with {nty. 

Since I love to help the weak. 
Though they 're neither fair nor witty. 

I'll not willingly offend. 

Nor be eaiily offended ; 
What's amifs I'll ftrive to mend. 

And endure wha^ can't be mended. 

May I be fo watchful flill 

O'er my humours and my paflion^ 
As to fpeak and do no ill, 

though it ihould be all th^ fafh^cin ! 



Wkke4 
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Wicked ^fhions lead to hell ; 

Ne'er may I be found complying; ; 
Bat in life behave fo weD, 

Not to be afraid of dying. 

A SUMMER EVENING. 

TT O W fine has the day been, how bright wa« tho fun, 
+ ^ How lovdy and joyful the courfe that he run. 
Though he rofe in a mift when his race he begon^ 

And there foUow'd fome droppings of rain ! 
But now the fair traveller's come to the Weft, 
His rays are ^1 gold» and his beauties are beft j| 
He paints the fky gay ^ he finks to his refl. 

And foretels a bright riling again* 

Juft fuch b the chriltian : His courfe he begms, 
Like the fun in a miil» while he mriums for hb fins. 
And melts into tears : Then he breaks out and fhines^ 

And travels his heavenly way : 
Qut when he comes nearer to finifh his racei. 
Like a fine fetting fun he looks richer in grace,^ 
^nd gives a fure hope at the end of his days 

Of riiing ^ brighter array. 



Some 
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Some Copies of the foUowbg Hymn havbg got 
abroad already into fever^ Hands* the Author hgs 
been perfuaded to permit it to appear in Public, at 
the End of thcfe Songs for ChilidreQ. 

A CRADLE HYMN, 

TT U S H ! my dear, lie ftill and flumber, 
•*• •*• Holy angels guard thy bed ! 
Heavenly blefiings without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 

Sleep, my babe ; thy food and raiment, 

Houfe and home thy friends provide ; 
All without thy care or payment. 

All thy wants are well fupply'd. 

How much better thou 'rt attended 

Than the Son of God could be. 
When from heaven he defcended. 

And became a child like thee ? 

Soft and eafy is thy cradle : 

Courfj and hard thy Saviour lay : 
When his birth-place was a ftable, 

A:id his foftelt bed was hay. 

pieffed babe I what glorious features;^ 

Spotlefs fiir, divinely bright ! 
Muft he d^^ell with brutal creatures J 

How cou!d angels bear the fight? 

Was 
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Was there nothing but a manger 

Curfed finners cpuld afford. 
To receive the heavenly ftranger ! 

Did they thus affront their Lord ? 

Soft my child; I did not chide thee. 
Though my ibng might found too hard ; 
f * Mother 1 
•Tis thy < > fits befide thee, 

t Nurfe that J 
And her arms Ihall be thy guard. 

Yet to f ead the fhameful flory. 

How the Jews abus'd their King, 
How they ferv'd the Lord of glory. 

Makes me angry while I fmg. 

See the kinder ftiepherds round him. 

Telling wonders from the iky ! 
Where they fought him, there they found him. 

With his Virgm Mother by. 

See the lovely babe a-dreffing ; 

Lovely infant, how he fmil'd ! 
When he wept, the Mother's blefling 

Sooth'd and hufh'd the holy child. 

Lo, he (lumbers in his manger. 

Where the horned oxen fed ; 
Peace, my darling, here's no danger. 

Here's no ox a-near thy bed. 

"■^ Here you may ufe the words, Brotheri Sifter, Neighbour, 
Friend, &c. 

Vol. LVL K Twas 



Twas to fave thee, ch2d« from dying» 
Save my dear from buraing flaffle> 

Bitter groans and endlefs cryin|p» 
That thy bleft Redeemer came. 

May'fl thou live to knew and fear hui)# 
Trail and loiFe him all thy days ; 

Then go dwell for ever near him. 
See his face, and iing his praife 1 

I cocdd give thee thonfand kifles;^ 
Hoping wha,t I moft defire ; 

Not a Mother's fbndeft wifhe^ 
Can to greater joys alpire. 



QOtU> 
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